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SOME CRAZY SHIT THAT’S BEEN IN THE NEWS RECENTLY 
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Woman dies in car crash 
days after missing doomed 
Air France flight 


/ 


U Otf 



An Italian woman who missed the Air France 
flight that crashed into the Atlantic on May 
31 has died in a car accident in Austria, 
according to an Italian media report. 

Johanna Ganthaler, an Italian senior citizen, 
had been vacationing in Brazil with her 
husband, Kurt. They were due to take Air 
France Flight 447 from Rio De Janeiro to 
Paris on May 31, but missed it after arriving 
late at the airport. 

The plane crashed into the Atlantic four hours 
after takeoff. All 228 aboard lost their lives. 


The Ganthalers flew to Germany the next 
day. Upon landing in Munich, the two rented 
a vehicle and decided to drive home, Italy's 
ANSA news agency reported Thursday. 
While driving through Kufstein, Austria, 
their vehicle swerved into the opposite lane, 
hitting a truck. 

Ganthaler died at a local hospital, while 
her husband remains in critical condition, 
ANSA reported. It was not immediately 
clear when she died. 
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PLEASE DON'T BRING 
THAT UP! 


(the best and worst barfs of 

MY LAST FEW MONTHS) 


Written by Sarah Ford, Drawn by Ben Jensen. 

I tend to throw up a lot. I don’t know if it’s because my stomach is the size of a fucking hacky sack or if it’s because I eat at buffets way too much 
or if it’s because people are always being suuuuuper funny and picking me up in order to shake me around. Whatever the reason, I barf probably 
a solid five times a month for sure, more if it’s a month with particularly good holidays (I’m looking at you, October and December). I think it’s 
important to reflect on oneself in order to work towards personal betterment, so I’m going to review what I believe to be my best and worst yaks 
of the last few months. 


BEST: Gaga Weekend, June 13th, Saturday Matinee 
If you can claim you didn’t vomit while attending Gaga 
Weekend events, then you are a liar or 
a loser. The fact I only vom’d 
once is baffling to me, since I 
"went large” over those three 
blurry days. The scenario is a 
common one for me, in that I ate 
something that made me feel cool 
but really isn’t supposed to be in your 
system, and was forced to eject my 
stomach contents into the notori 
ously clog-prone toilet at the site 
of the show. 

There’s nothing all that 
great about the situ¬ 
ation in which the 
puke was released, but 
the puke itself was other 
worldly. I had only eaten a 
hot dog and some strawberries 
all day and, as a result, threw up the 
best-tasting barf of my life. There was 
literally no pukey taste at all. Just hot dog, 
and then just strawberry. I could feel the shit 
eating grin spread across my face when I was done. 

I was pleased as punch that what should have been the 
grossest part of my day was borderline enjoyable. I say ’bor¬ 
derline’ because it was still fucking puke and I’m not a weirdo 
who ever wants the stuff to erupt out of my face because it 
is gross, but all things considered, that barf could not have 
gone better. Awesome! 



WORST: Some day in April, 7 AM, Corner of Bay and Flora 
finished a night of partying and felt super 
fucked up. Really bad stomach cramps 
and a headache and just wanted to head 
home, which I attempted to do. Instead, I 
made it about a block from where I’d been 
and started pouring my soul and some pou- 
tine onto the storm sewer out front of some 
undoubtedly lovely person’s home. I actu¬ 
ally felt like maybe my lungs would flop 
out onto the street and give me the 
finger, I was retching so hard. 
What made it worse was the 
fact that people were leav¬ 
ing their houses to go to 
work, and school buses 
with snot-nosed pukers just 
like myself were driving by 
and seeing me in this embarrass¬ 
ing state. 

thought the episode had ended about 
four minutes in and attempted to crawl 
across the street. It proved to only be the eye 
of the storm, though, and I emptied out what I as¬ 
sume at one time was food into the storm sewer on 
the other side of the street. Honestly, it must have been 
a Lunchable from grade fucking eight because I don’t know 
what else could’ve been left in my body. Perhaps my guts 
have a really tiny, really shitty time machine they put to the 
most retarded use ever and I just puke up the same lunches 
over and over. 


I don’t know why I felt the need to share my puke stories, other than the fact I’m really proud of how much I puke and how little I get on myself. 
Also, this is an open apology to anyone who lives at the corner I puked all over. I hope none of your dogs ate my puke because I eat a lot of bad stuff 
and I’m usually pretty sick. I encourage everyone to spend as much of their summer on all fours as often as possible, and try to make vomiting one of 
the reasons why you’re down there. It’s summer, so lower your standards before you have to get into gear for Christmas vomit. It packs a punch 


Page Four | StandardiSsueMag.com 




SWEET TALKIN' 101: 

THE SUNGLASSES EMOTICON! 

Written and drawn by Kyle Pellet. 


Sweet Talkin’ 101: The Sunglasses Emoticon 
The sunglasses emoticon is often misused. 
Most people think it’s lame, but if you use it 
correctly, it could be totally not lame. The 
problem is, most guys use it super-cheeseball 
style. Say you’re gonna take a girl out to a 
movie in the evening, and you’re chatting 
with her on Facebook or AIM or something. 
She tells you she’s gonna log off, and you re¬ 
spond with: 


Say you’re flirting with a girl on AIM or Skype 
or Facebook Chat or something like that. You 
might wanna hint that you have a large penis 
somewhere in the conversation (be AT LEAST 
five minutes into the conversation; anything be¬ 
fore this is bad form). Nine times outta ten, the 
girl is gonna ask how big your penis actually is, 
and you -- if you know what’s right for you -- can 
use the sunglasses emoticon kinda like this: 


is by physically seeing it or touching it, which 
could have been totally creepy and off-putting 
if you’d used the f wink’ emoticon, but by us¬ 
ing the sunglasses emotion, you assure the girl 
(or woman) that you’re fucking awesome, your 
penis size is awesome, she should totally touch 
your penis, and that she has nothing to worry 
about other than having TOO much fun with 
your penis. 


"Ok. Cya later 8-)” 

That’s soooo dumb, man. You look totally corny 
when you do that, so don’t do that, alright? 
For the purpose of this article (of which I’m not 
yet sure there is) let’s say there are two types 
of dudes who wear sunglasses. The first is the 
dork who wears khaki shorts and sandals and 
cyborg-looking wrap-arounds he 
saw some baseball player wear. | 

He watches MMA, might have a 
tribal tattoo on his bicep, works out 
semi-regularly, isn’t bad looking, but 
he never, ever gets laid. Ever. You 
don’t want to be him. If you already 
are him, you probably should want to 
get hit by a bus -- a bus that’s moving 
super fast -- so it, like, kills you. 

On the other hand, there’s Lou Reed- 
circa-1974 type of sunglasses dude. 

He never works out (doesn’t have to, he’s 
that cool), wears the same clothes for days, 
and wears sunglasses (which he might call 
"shades”) and a leather jacket, looking like 
he’s exuding the energy of a gorgeously 
strung-out lion of a man; a beast; a 
Terminator-on-the-prowl-for-some-ec- 
stacy-and-some-short-term-company- 
of-a-woman, or women (this Lou Reed is 
straight). He’s a monster, and all the women 
know it, but all the women still want to hang 
on his bony leather shoulder. How would this 
kinda guy handle the sunglasses emoticon? 
Lemme tell you how, bub. 


"That’s for me to know, and you to find out 
8 -)” 

See how you do that? You could’ve been totally 
lying, and your penis could be really small and 
unremarkable, maybe even horrible -- maybe it 
looks like Andy Rooney’s chin -- but you sidestep 
the girl’s question, while at the same time in¬ 
viting her to find out how big your penis really 


Go ahead. Try it out. If she gets totally creeped 
out by you talking about your penis, blocks you 
on AIM and doesn’t answer your calls, that’s 
okay -- she was a prude and bad news any¬ 
way, and you don’t need any bad news for a 
ladyfriend. You’ll see though. The sunglasses 
emoticon is 100% thumbs up! You can thank me 
later 8-). 


& 





'r - j 

lAnC! 


Pellet’s scanner is broken so he had to illustrate this article with MSPaint. That’s why this graphic 
is so shitty. He did not "go retarded”. 
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Interview by Ben Jensen, photos by Paul Galipeau and Sierra Prunner. 



GERM ATTAK thinging a thong in Switzerland 


GERM ATTAK is an awesome local UK82-style hardcore punk rock band that releases killer albums at about the same rate as piss gets released into 
the kiddy pool at peak hours. 

In their four years of being a band, they’ve had albums released by labels all over the world and they’ve toured Canada, the US, Mexico and Europe, 
playing in ghettos, squats, basements, buttfuck European towns, and everything in between. 

Jo and Simex (Will was camping) took some time to talk to me about punk rock and some of the adventures they’ve had on tour. 


BEN: I think They Live, We Sleep is awesome. How do you guys think 
it turned out? 

SIMEX (bass): I’m pretty happy with it. It’s different from earlier material. 

JO (guitar, vocals): Well the recording came out great cuz we used nice 
guitars, nice amps, and with Simon replacing Maverick as bass player, it 


made it a lot more varied and tighter. We took the time to make cool 
artwork and to get real photographs and nice packaging. That makes a 
big difference as well. 

When people ask you what GERM ATTAK sounds like, what do you tell 
them? 
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SIMEX: I tell 'em "punk”... and if they need 
further elaboration I tell them "you probably 
won’t like it!” 

JO: Yeah, same here. I tell them "punk” or "real 
punk” ha ha ha ha. Essentially we play f 80 - f 84 
UK- and European-style punk. I think it’s the 
genre of punk that epitomizes punk rock though 
its raw street music, aesthetics, fashion, lyrical 
content, political content, etc... The context 
was perfect in the Thatcher/Reagan years be¬ 
cause of the cold war political climate, and the 
rise of globalism. While America might have had 
a good punk scene, or "hardcore” as they called 
it, I find that suburban boredom and jokes was 
more prevalent than politics and rage. 

They Live, We Sleep was released by a label 
called YELLOW DOG outta Berlin; did they 
hook you up with your Euro tour? 

JO: Well we’re always begging labels to release 
stuff for us, so that I don’t have to do it myself, 
cuz releasing records is expensive and most of 
all hard, because you’re stuck with thousands of 
records to trade for shit that you have to sell to 
your friends to make some of your money back. 
Sven at YELLOW DOG said he’d do an LP for us 
if we let him hire a friend to book the Euro tour 
for us. Initially a friend in Italy was going to do 
it. YELLOW DOG did a great job with the LP, but 
the guy booking the tour put mild effort into it, 
and because of that a lot of the shows were last 
minute and sucked. 

Any crazy or cool shit happen on the tour? 

JO: Well, we got lost a lot because we’re too 
punk to hire a driver like every other band and 
we don’t have a cell phone, directions or a 
functioning GPS! In Goteborg, Sweden we went 
to a street dance party where we blocked off 
cars with a huge crowd and blasted out dance 
and techno. We took the ferry across the Baltic 
Sea which was amazing. We played mostly with 
shitty bands, but we got to play a few times 
with classic Sweden f 84 band THE BRISTLES! 
Got to see really old cities (and get very lost) 
like Copenhagen, Brussels, Paris, Prague, Dres¬ 
den. We visited Venice. It’s insane! Total wa¬ 
ter world! We were mega tourists; we did the 
whole city in just a few hours! In Copenhagen, 


we checked out Christiana, a squatted part of 
the city that’s quite big where your have drug 
dealers that have stands on the streets just like 
at any regular market place. In Paris, we met 
these crazy Mad Max punx that took us into the 
Catacombs for about five to six hours for kilo¬ 
meters on end! We crawled through tunnels we 
could barley fit into, going up and down, go¬ 
ing through water, and endless multiple levels 
of tunnels! In Slovakia we saw lots of old So¬ 
viet and Nazi tanks, planes, anti-aircraft guns, 
etc... We were always on the lookout for World 
War II landmarks. We played almost exclusively 
in squats. Most of them were huge and well 
organized. Most squats had bars, venues, movie 
theaters, community centers, living quarters, 
trailer parks, etc... 

SIMEX: So it’s 3 AM, we’re in the middle of Po¬ 
land driving, and somehow in the conversation, 
the question gets asked "I wonder what Ska Jeff 
looks like naked”. 

JO: Yeah, the roads in Poland are terrible. 
They’re even worse in Slovakia and Czech Re¬ 
public. There’s no borders in Europe, except to 
get into Switzerland. It’s great and hassle free! 
Here in North America we got so called "free- 


trade”, which just makes it more difficult for 
the average person to get across the border, but 
lets corporations move their goods hassle free 
and ignore environmental and workers’ rights. 
We’ve never toured across Canada westwards. 

I don’t really feel like driving 10 hours to get to 
the next city every day. Europe is so small that 
the drives aren’t so bad, but fuck is gas ever 
expensive! Literally twice as much! 

You guys have had stuff released by labels 
from all over the place: YELLOW DOG in Ber¬ 
lin, BLACK KONFLIK in Malaysia, MCR COM¬ 
PANY in Japan, WHISPER IN DARKNESS in the 
States... do you guys seek these labels out, or 
do they find you? Bit of both? 

JO: I’ve come to know lots of people that run 
DIY punk labels through doing trades and distro 
over the years. That’s usually how these releas¬ 
es end up getting hooked up. Sometimes you 
have labels saying they want to release some¬ 
thing for us, but then they dick you around for 
a while and nothing happens, or when they hear 
the master tape they change their minds cuz 
they think it sucks. Having other labels release 
your stuff -- especially when those labels are in 
Asia -- really helps diversify the distribution of 
your records. We plan on touring in Malaysia, 


Simex at the GAGA WEEKEND 
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Singapore, and Indonesia in April 2010. Hope¬ 
fully those releases will help us out! 

Do you find you guys get more recognition 
outside Ottawa, or even outside Canada than 
you do here? 

JO: Yeah, we certainly have more recognition in 
Japan mostly, where we sell the most records, 
and in the United States as well. I think a lot 
of people in Ottawa don’t get it, because we’re 
not heavy and brutal or not melodic and poppy. 
We’re stuck in the middle ha ha. 

You guys have toured Canada, Mexico, the US 
and Europe. Do you find the whole show/punk 
scene really different from place to place, or 
are things pretty much the same no matter 
what country or city a show’s in? 

SIMEX: A show’s a show whether you’re in Ot¬ 
tawa or Warsaw. 

JO: Well there’s some differences like in Eu¬ 
rope, the venues are all squats as far as punk is 
concerned, and they feed you supper and break¬ 
fast, and they have a band room for you to stay 


in. It’s great! People really appreciate your 
band in Mexico! The US has cool bands to play 
with, but lots of people are snobby and rude. 
Canada’s cool,but there’s nowhere to play. 

What was your best show ever? 

SIMEX: The last show of the Euro tour at KOPI 
SQUAT in Berlin. 

JO: That was a good one. It was with INEPSY and 
CRIMINAL DAAAAGE. We’ve played lots of cool 
shows, or in weird places: in the middle of the 
lanes at a bowling alley in Minneapolis, in a room 
smaller than my shed in Slovakia, in an outdoor 
wresting arena in a suburb of Los Angeles, in a 
strip club in Kingston, in a circus tent in Czech 
Republic, in an abandoned building with no water 
or electricity in the ghetto in Washington, DC.... 

What was your worst show ever? 

SIMEX: In Warsaw... I dunno. I can’t remember. 

JO: Many shows have been our worst ever! I 
think in Milwaukee in 2007 we played one and a 
half songs then my new guitar amp blew and we 
all got harsh food poisoning. 


It took us a whole day to find some town called 
Sirem (it’s not on any map or road sign and has 
four houses) in Czech Republic. Once we finally 
got to play, some guy was accidentally thrown on 
my rented guitar stack and it blew! That cost a 
lot to fix and we had to borrow amps for the rest 
of the tour! Cleveland in 2007 sucked cuz no one 
liked us cuz they were all there to see ANNIHILA¬ 
TION TIME and after the show we got all of our 
band money robbed at gunpoint by thugs. 

If GERM ATTAK could start over and rebuild 
society from scratch, how would things be 
different? 

SIMEX: Canada would have an extensive gulag 
network under my iron fist. 

JO: Well, everyone would have a mohawk, wear 
shoulder pads, and battle it out on the highway 
for gas for our modified dune buggies. 

MYSPACE. COM/GERMATTAK A 


Jo at the GAGA WEEKEND 
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Written by Ben Jensen, photos by Paul Galipeau, Cait Powers and Piere Richardson. 


Cait Powers 


Are you kidding me? 

Are you fucking kidding me? 

For me, that would become the theme of the weekend: 'are you fucking kidding me?’ The other theme was: 'are you fucking kidding me with this 
shit?’ 


Now, there’s a lot of ways that could be taken. Delivered with the exact same stunned tone of bewilderment, 'are you fucking kidding me?’ could 
just as easily be applied to a situation like walking back to your parking spot only to find a giant neon cock painted on the side of your car, as it could 
to, say, being crammed at the front of a crowd losing its shit for a local band who’s SO FUCKING GOOD it’s unbelievable. 
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And it’s the latter situation that, for me, made 
'are you fucking kidding me?’ the theme of the 
second annual GAGA WEEKEND -- a three day, 
four venue, 27 (mostly local) band, six DJ, fifty- 
kajillion beer, punk rock, garage, and power- 
pop fest here in sunny Ottawa put on by GO¬ 
ING GAGA RECORDS founder, WHITE WIRES and 
SEDATIVES member, and all-around good dude 
Ian Manhire. The first time that weekend that 
my brain just got too overloaded with awesome 
to manage anything but 'are you fucking kid¬ 
ding me?’ was on the very first night, during 
THE VISITORS’ closing set. They had just torn 
into one of their newer pop-with-blood-stained- 
fangs masterpieces, and I was blown away by 
how amazing this practically unkown-outside- 
Ottawa (for now) band is... and that’s just a 
band with a GIRL in it! Imagine how good all the 
all-dude bands were! 

Over the course of the weekend, there’d be about 
a million more 'are you fucking kidding me?’ mo¬ 
ments, and there’s a lot I don’t remember, but 
I got some of the other guys to help fill in the 
blanks for me, and now I’m gonna try to put the 
GAGA WEEKEND into words for any of you who 
weren’t there -- or who WERE there and wanna 
re-live it in a much lamer way (reading). Either 
way, trying to capture the magic of the GAGA 
WEEKEND in a zine article is gonna be tricky; I’d 
like to think it’s gonna be like trying to put a 
rainbow in a jar, but it’s probably gonna be more 
like trying to nail diarrhea to a wall. Enjoy! 

Thursday, June 11th - Rock And Roll Pizza Party 

Now, before I really get into the nitty-gritty of 
describing everything that went on at the GAGA 
WEEKEND, let’s lay a few ground-rules. I wanna 
make this as quick as possible. When it comes 
to writing, I’m lazier than twenty dead hobos. 
So I’m just gonna rhyme off some stuff that 
was pretty consistently popping up through the 
weekend, so I don’t have to keep mentioning it 
and you don’t have to be bored. 

One thing is, during the entire fest, people were 
storming the stage and drunkenly clawing at mic 
stands for audience sing-alongs. Okay, that’s a 
given. When I’m telling you a band was play¬ 
ing, especially a more well-established local or 
a rabidly-loved newcomer, just assume that that 
stuff was going on. Paints a clearer picture in 
your mind, and saves me the trouble of coming 
up with 16 different ways of describing that shit. 
Another fairly common occurrence was crowd¬ 
surfing. Most of the venues either had really tiny 
stages or no stages, so people had to just kind of 
climb on top of their neighbours or just be unex¬ 


pectedly lifted up and carried away, but either 
way, that shit was happening. Picture this hap¬ 
pening for the acts people go MOST bananas for. 

Oh, also: beer whips. Lots of splashing beer 
on bands, lots of spraying mouthfuls of beer at 
bands. Lots of dancing, a bit of moshing (but 
not a whole lot, just when the situation really 
called for it). 

Another thing is Emmanuel Sayer (from STAN¬ 
DARD iSSUE, ROCK & ROLL PIZZA PARTY, and 
SEDATIVES) wore the same outfit every day 
-- a pair of shorts and a GOING GAGA t-shirt 
-- just to see how gnarly it’d be by the end of 
the weekend (SPOILER ALERT: pretty fuckin’ 
gnarly). So anytime he gets mentioned, pic¬ 
ture him wearing that. The only change is, as 
the weekend progressed, those shorts just kept 
getting shorter and shorter, until he looked like 
what Davey Quesnelle (MOTHER’S CHILDREN, 
MILLION DOLLAR MARXISTS) described as "a Por¬ 
tuguese tranny”. 

So the first night was at ROCK & ROLL PIZZA PAR¬ 
TY, which currently calls the ATOMIC ROOSTER on 
Bank St. in Centretown home after being kicked 
out of all previous hosts. It’s a pretty good spot, 
but it’s kind of an old man bar, so sometimes you 
get stubborn regulars hanging around past their 
bedtime. The GAGA WEEKEND was no exception, 
but everything went pretty smooth. 

SEDATIVES opened the whole weekend by being 
the first band to play. I think this was a deliber¬ 
ate move on Ian’s part to show there was no ego 


Mother’s Children - Powers 

in the GAGA WEEKEND; if he’s the organizer, and 
his P.TRASH- and DERANGED-signed band isn’t 
above opening for ABSOLUTELY EVERYBODY, it’s 
obviously not a big deal what slot you got. Un¬ 
fortunately, some bands WERE a little touchy 
about where they ended up on the schedule, 
and there were some that even backed out be¬ 
cause of it. Pretty shitty. 

Anyway, the stage at ATOMIC ROOSTER is backed 
by a huge window right onto Bank St., and by 
the time SEDATIVES started playing, there was 
already a sizable overflow crowd gathered on 
the sidewalk behind them, facing the even big¬ 
ger crowd in front of them -- it kinda made SED¬ 
ATIVES and the other two bands that night look 
like Phil Collins or some other asshole band who 
plays on stages fully surrounded by the crowd. 
So it was awesome. (Pierre Richardson from 
STANDARD iSSUE and FUCKED CORPSE/photog- 
rapher and artist extraordinaire said watching 
SEDATIVES through the window was like watch¬ 
ing microbes breed in a lab: pure energy!) 

After the SEDATIVES were done whipping ev¬ 
eryone into a frenzy with their organ-fuelled 
gloomy hardcore garage, MOTHER’S CHILDREN 
took the stage, and their power bubble-gum 
punk rock immediately inspired what can only 
be described as an all-girl mosh pit. There 
wasn’t so much body-checking as there was fe¬ 
verish dancing, but I definitely got shoved to the 
back as a bunch of girls at least a foot shorter 
than me bee-lined it to the front to go nuts for 
one of the dirtier sets these '70s throwback 
boys have hit us with yet. 
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Beach Blankets - Powers 


Everyone’s favourite explorer-core rulers THE 
VISITORS capped the night off with a speedy set 
that doubled as the release party for their Trop¬ 
ic Of Cancer 7”. Viciously catchy and catch- 
ily vicious. I think it was during their set that 
everyone grabbed Ian Manhire and passed him 
over the crowd. 

If anyone who left after the show that night 
wasn’t used to stumbling out onto the street 
covered in sweat and beer with their ears ring¬ 
ing like a deaf guy’s telephone, they would be 
by the end of the weekend. 

[SIDE NOTE: The next morning, Skottie and Erin 
from THE VISITORS had to go back to the ATOM¬ 
IC ROOSTER to pick up their gear, so they had 
breakfast there. While they were eating they 
overheard some of the regulars talking. 

"You should’ve been here LAST night.” Pause. 
"TOTAL disaster. Three PUNK ROCK bands played. ” 
(Picture him saying "punk rock bands” like he’d say 
"used tampon” if he were talking about finding one 
in his coffee cup.) "Broken glass EVERYWHERE.” 

I wonder if it was the same old guy who, be¬ 
tween bands the night before, asked me in 
disbelief if me and the guy in front of me by 
the men’s room were a lineup, and when I said 
r yeah’ he said 'whatta bunch of women’.] 
Friday, June 12th - Cozzie’s Dungeon 
I’m ashamed to say, out of all the awesome 


shows that’ve gone down at Matt (NERVOUS SYS¬ 
TEM, SAVAGE CRIMES) Cosgrove’s house during its 
relatively new stint as a basement venue, this 
is the first time I actually went to one. And it’s 
pretty awesome. The basement’s fairly roomy, 
and aside from the load-bearing pole every show¬ 
hosting basement has, the view is unobstructed. 
Especially when you take into account that live 
video feed was piping everything onto a televi¬ 
sion upstairs. It’s a cool place for shows. 

The only weird thing is, it’s in The Glebe. For 
anyone not from Ottawa, The Glebe is the 
neighbourhood directly South of Centretown, 
which is the neighbourhood all the Ottawa peo¬ 
ple from STANDARD iSSUE and pretty much all 
the local bands we cover live in. Centretown 
is full of crackheads and drunks and other awe¬ 
some people, and The Glebe is full of yuppies 
and spoiled brats and the worst kind of hippies: 
rich ones. It’s full of "funky boutiques” and 
the kind of people who don’t know using the 
term "funky boutique” with a straight face is 
a slappable offense. Who knows why the fuck 
it’s called The Glebe, but it’s its actual name. 
Stupid name for a stupid place, I guess. 

A group of us heading to the show crossed under 
the overpass dividing Centretown from The Gle¬ 
be, and as the houses started getting bigger and 
bigger, and less and less divided-into-firetrap- 
apartments, we started getting more and more 
uneasy, and less confident with our road sodas 
-- we were behind douche-bag lines. But, soon 
enough, we made it into the only shoddy part of 
The Glebe, and we were at Cosgrove’s house. 


Before the show, most people were hanging 
around in the backyard, drinking, smoking and 
barbecuing, before filing into the house once 
word spread that NERVOUS SYSTEM were about 
to start things off. NERVOUS SYSTEM is Cosgrove 
and Mat (ex-CRIME MOTH, ex-CRYSTAL CASTLES, 
CRAZY OCEAN) Oxley along with Jesse (SAVAGE 
CRIMES) Winchester’s band. It’s Stoner rock for 
bad trips, for when everything’s not "irie”. They 
filled the basement with some monstrous, reverb- 
drenched, drum-bludgeoning, distortion dirges 
with Oxley singing with a huge lit joint dangling 
from his lips... at least until it fell out halfway 
through the first song. But then it was back. 

The next band to brave the weed cloud was 
HOLY COBRAS... or at least the latest version 
(at the time). Their bass player and drummer 
turned out to have too much real-life shit going 
on to devote their time to getting wasted and 
coming up with increasingly psychedelic garage, 
so they’re outta the picture now. So Davey had 
to do on drums and Kristal Proulx had to do on 
bass for this show. Frontman Danny Druff came 
out looking like a Hershey’s kiss in a hooded red 
dollar-store raincoat and pulled a Jim Jones 
while the band finished setting up behind him. 
He gave a speech about drinking the Kool-Aid 
while he poured and passed to the crowd sev¬ 
eral plastic cups of mystery purple shit. A lot 
of people didn’t wanna risk drinking it, but I 
pounded one back secure in the knowledge that 
Dan’s too cheap to fuck a whole room of people 
up. Sure enough, it was just Kool-Aid. 



Holy Cobras - Powers 
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Lately, some of the COBRAS’ stuffs been losing 
sight of what made their first two full-lengths so 
awesome (a perfect blend of '50s rock, '60s ga¬ 
rage and 70s punk with just enough weird-psyche 
to de-predictablize the whole thing), and has 
been veering off into full-on 'let’s freak out the 
norms, maaaaannnn’ mode. Thankfully, this set 
was prime COBRAS, despite the bass-and-drum 
situation (those two didn’t really get a chance 
to practice the songs, and they were stuck with 
instruments they’re not too familiar with). 

Danny’s rain coat just invited people to try 
harder to get him wet, and soon that thing was 
torn to shreds and holding more beer IN than 
it was keeping OUT. (I ripped the point off the 
top of his hood and poured part of a beer into it 
during one song.) At the end of the set, Kristal 
and Davey traded instruments, and it turned 
out Kristal was a pretty good drummer, and ev¬ 
erybody knows Davey can play bass, so it kinda 
made people wonder why they didn’t do that all 
along -- and no one was shy about grabbing the 
mic after the set and letting that be known, es¬ 
pecially everyone’s favourite Portuguese tranny, 
Emmanuel, wearing a wrinkly, once-white GO¬ 
ING GAGA t-shirt, and getting pretty hoarse. 

SAVAGE CRIMES were up next, but I was too 
busy berating Davey in the backyard about his 
drumming. He played standing up and without 
a shirt, just riding a pretty standard 'boom- 
chikka-boom’ beat the entire time, pausing ev¬ 
ery 20 seconds or so to catch his breath. He 
looked exactly like the guy keeping rhythm on 
a slave ship. Davey maintains I made fun of his 
drumming 'for hours’, but I don’t know about 
that. The main thing I remember is this: 

DAVEY (in defense): "I’ve never drummed before!” 

ME: "I don’t buy that. I think you’ve drummed 
BADLY before, and you just expanded on that.” 

Anyway, however long it was I made fun of him, 

I lost track of time, and ended up missing SAV¬ 
AGE CRIMES. Sucks for me, cuz it looks like 
they’re not a band anymore. Oh well. It’s hard 
to regret time spent making fun of Davey. 

I did make it down in time for URANIUM COME¬ 
BACK, though. And thank god, cuz these guys 
NEVER play. I think Emmanuel put it best in the 
STANDARD iSSUE GUIDE TO THE GAGA WEEKEND 
when he wrote "it’s a sad state of affairs when 
a fake band that people refer to as the Pluto¬ 
nium Setbacks is better than 99 percent of the 
bands in the world”. URANIUM COMEBACK is 


a MILLION DOLLAR MARXISTS side-project that’s 
basically just for fun, but if you could see how 
people in that basement reacted and shouted 
along when they played 'Walking You Home’ 
-- a song that, at that point, nobody could’ve 
possibly heard more than the three times they 
played it live over the course of a YEAR -- you’d 
think they were bigger than MySpace. If this 
'casual side project’ doesn’t at least release an 
EP, they’re total assholes. 

I missed THE BEACH BLANKETS’ closing set, but 
judging from the photos, it looks like I missed a 
party within a party. They were all dressed like 
they were at the beach, beach balls were being 
thrown around, beer and hot dogs were being con¬ 
sumed, clothes were coming off... all while belt¬ 
ing out their raucous misappropriations of classic 
'50s rock and roll and '60s garage tunes (like 'I 
Want Candy’ turned into 'I Hate Teachers’). A 
good end to the band portion of the night. 

The after-party for this show took place in the 
backyard, and - call it a GAGA miracle, if you must 
- nobody called the cops. Through all the toilet- 
paper throwing, through all the yelling, through 
all the boozing, through Mihajlo from THE BEACH 
BLANKETS busting his ankle, through STD’s own 
Mike Laderoute ripping up his hand on the gravel, 
through some stragglers trying to cause shit get¬ 
ting turfed, through all the fireworks... not a single 
neighbour snitched. And that went on til at least 
four in the morning. Sorry, neighbours. 

I got really hungry around 2:00 am and wan¬ 
dered back to Centretown to get some poutine, 
and I guess a while after that, a bunch of the 
other STD guys left and went to a 24-hour Mc¬ 
Donald’s (not sorry I missed that) where Steve 
Adamyk crafted a McGangbang (ALMOST sorry I 
missed that) and then at least one or two of the 
guys trashed the place a little bit (DEFINITELY 
sorry I missed that) before spilling out onto the 
streets to toss mailboxes and road signs. 

Saturday, June 13th - Matinee at Yogi’s Meat- 
locker AKA The Best Day Of Everyone’s Life 
The final day of the GAGA WEEKEND started 
bright and early at the crack of noon thirty at 
YOGI’S MEATLOCKER STUDIOS at Greenfield & 
Main, and the weather was perfect for a day 
of bands, beers and barbecue: it was about 25 
degrees Celsius (77 degrees Fahrenheit) and 
sunny. After a colder than usual spring, people 
were breaking out the shorts for the first time in 
record numbers, and there were probably more 
pasty legs at this show than knockoff Wayfarers 
(so, a fucking LOT). 



Million Dollar Marxists - Powers 


With fifteen bands crammed into a seven and a 
half hour time frame, Yogi’s studio was the per¬ 
fect spot: The main room hosted half the bands, 
and one of the little jam rooms hosted the oth¬ 
ers. So while one band was playing in one room, 
the next band would be setting up in the other. 
As soon as one band’s done BOOM! Another’s 
starting. No time for boredom. 

The whole exterior wall of the main room was 
open to the outside, where there was plenty of 
space to hang out if you needed to nurse your 
hangover, or just didn’t care too much about 
seeing certain bands. Hot dogs were a buck, 
and so were bottles of water. It was basically 
like a real long barbecue with 150 guests and 15 
bands, most of them amazing. And the lineup 
was a good mix of up-and-comers, out-of-town- 
ers, crowd favourites and combinations of the 
three (but no matter WHO you are, you got a 30 
minute set like everyone else). It was a good 
chance to check out shit you hadn’t seen yet, 
shit you don’t see often and shit you love seeing 
even if it’s for the 500th time. 
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Early on in the day, I HEARD a lot of people saying 
that after the past two nights, they weren’t up 
to drinking so early in the day, but I didn’t SEE a 
lot of people staying true to their word. There 
may have been more water-drinking in between 
beers than usual, but by the four-hour mark, the 
recycling bins lining the wall of the studio were 
a panhandler’s wet dream, filled to overflowing 
with empties of all shapes and sizes. 

GERM ATTAK were a fairly last-minute addi¬ 
tion to the bill (I think there were some tour¬ 
ing issues or something that left it up in the air 
whether they’d be able to participate in the 
GAGA WEEKEND), so they got stuck with the 
12:30 opening slot at the daytime show, but 
they handled it like champs. I was glad we got 
there in time to catch at least most of their set, 
but since we could hear them from blocks away, 
we didn’t really miss much (sure, this one was 
during the day, but it’s another miracle no one 
called the cops). GERM ATTAK plays UK82 style 
punk rock that’s fast and pissed-off, but some¬ 
how catchy as a ball glove. It was good to see 
that they drew a decent crowd, even so early, 
cuz they ripped. 

They were followed by a new band a lot of 
people are psyched about: YEAR ZERO (featur¬ 
ing Tim Ostler of MILLION DOLLAR MARXISTS/ 
MOTHER’S CHILDREN on bass and lead vocals- 
out from behind the drum kit for the first time- 
-and Brad Ostler, in a band for the first time 
since NEIGHBOURHOOD BRATS) played a set of 
their raw, JAWBREAKER-ish punk rock, and con¬ 
firmed that they really do just keep getting bet¬ 
ter and better. 

FUCKED CORPSE draws a party crowd every 
time they play, and their early set time didn’t 

Million Dollar Marxists - Powers 


change things a bit. People were going ape as 
these guys jumped, howled and thrashed their 
way through 30 minutes of lo-fi, party anthem 
distorto jams. Pierre was only wearing one shoe 
for some reason. 

Ottawa’s 1980s-style hardcore giants THE FUCK¬ 
ING AAACHINES were up next, and their set was 
the perfect test of that tiny jam room’s walls 
(they held up to the old man mosh pit these guys 
always inspire... barely). Rumours abounded 
about beardy-weirdy lead singer Scott Terry stay¬ 
ing up doing acid the whole night before, and 
more substantiated stories were swirling about a 
FUCKING AAACHINES "Caesar Brunch” that morn¬ 
ing, followed by mountains of beer before, during 
and after their set, but those guys fucking NAILED 
IT for their GAGA showing, fitting a ton of FMs 
classics into their set before sending the room 
into frenzied overdrive with a cover of ’Banned 
In DC’ to cap it all off. Bodies everywhere, beer 
everywhere, not a dry eye in the house. 

After riding my hangover around in the FUCK¬ 
ING AAACHINES mosh pit, I needed to take a 
breather, so I missed THE GIRLFRIENDS’ set. 
All I know is they all wore dresses. If you don’t 
know anything about these dudes, they’re all 
like 17 and they’re Ottawa’s premium BLACK 
LIPS rip-off band (check out the song ’Green 
Eggs & Hammered’ on their MySpace). From 
what I heard of their set (in all fairness, it was 
from outside the walls), they weren’t sounding 
too great, like they were maybe a few practices 
away from getting to just the right amount of 
sloppy they were looking for. But did you read 
what I said earlier -- these guys are only like 17. 
Give ’em a minute: if they’re not better than 
you yet, they WILL be. Keep your eye on ’em. 



I was still recuperating when CENTRETOWN 
CRIPPLERS started up, but they were sound¬ 
ing fucking amazing, and their CDEP they gave 
me for review made me curious. So I dragged 
my carcass over to go check ’em out at least 
for a bit. They were killing that tiny jam room 
with their pounding garage tirades, but this one 
chick in the crowd was dancing like she was at 
one of those weirdo festivals with kooky names 
that take place in a field with five dollar bottles 
of water, and her ’’free spirit”, ’’groovy” antics 
made it impossible for me and Laderoute to stay 
in that jam room. 

She managed to gyrate her way to the next 
room, after the CRIPPLERS’ set ended, but 
there was no way I was gonna let her make me 
miss ZEBRASSIERES AKA ZEBRA’S EARS’ set. 
Frontman Andrew Payne told me when we were 
skateboarding the next day that he was so hun- 
gover for his set, he had the shakes so bad he 
was afraid he couldn’t play his guitar. I don’t 
think anyone noticed. The ZEBRASSIERES made 
the crowd lose their brains, leaving empty skulls 
for their flawless, pop-as-fuck-without-being- 
weak, organ-accented songs to rattle around in 
for weeks to come. 

THE BALCONIES were up next, and it was look¬ 
ing a little touch-and-go whether they’d show 
up or not (apparently they were playing their 
set during the girl’s lunch break, so they were 
in-and-out), but I hung out outside and ate 
some more hot dogs (the veggie ones were the 
spicy chili kind, so I was psyched) during their 
set, cuz indie rock’s not really my thing. (Ian 
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GAGA WEEKEND casualties: Mike’s busted hand and Mihajlo’s busted ankle - Powers 


listened to the demands of the people this year 
and did some affirmative action -- he diversi¬ 
fied the GAGA WEEKEND acts by adding some 
popular locals from different genres to spice 
the fest up a bit. THE BALCONIES were a little 
something for the indie rock crowd.) So I took a 
shift at the door for their set. 

The next bands to play were Ottawa’s all fe¬ 
male, all matching, all raw garage group THE 
FELINES; Sudbury, Ontario’s folk-punk outfit 
THE JOLIETTES; Ottawa’s garage-pop masters 
THE WHITE WIRES; local punk-as-fuck bruisers 


BOTCHED SUICIDES; reigning minimalist down¬ 
er punk kings of Ottawa THE SUPPOSITORIES; 
heavy psyche instrumentalists the band who’s 
name is a symbol; and Toronto GERMS/REGU- 
LATIONS-style hardcore rippers THE SCHOOL 
JERKS. 

Why’d I cram them all into one paragraph like 
that? Did I get lazy? No, it’s cuz I had to take off 
before any of them played. I’m most bummed 
about missing SCHOOL JERKS; I saw them at THE 
NEW BAYOU last year (I think) and they were 
some incredible, obnoxiously antagonistic punk 


rock. Catch ’em if they play your town. 

I didn’t have much time to be bummed though; 

I only had a few hours to rest up, eat some bar¬ 
becue and get a full blood transfusion and a 
new liver before heading out to BABYLON for 
the GAGA WEEKEND main event. 

Hooooooolllly FUCK. 




White Wires - Galipeau 
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The Visitors - Richardson 


Saturday, June 13th - Babylon Nightclub 
By the time the final night of THE GAGA WEEK¬ 
END rolled around, my mind was mush and my 
body was a roadmap of pain, so details might be 
sketchy at best for the chaotic closer that near¬ 
ly tore BABYLON to the ground that Saturday 
night. So I’m just gonna sketch out the broader 
details for you. 

THE CREEPS kicked shit off with their infectious 
gloom-and-doom punk rock tunes, playing to a 
crowd anxious to sing along and lose their shit 
to one of Ottawa’s mainstays. 

TOKYO SEX WHALE was another of the groups 
enlisted to the GAGA WEEKEND to mix shit up a 
bit, and I missed their set of stoner rock, but I 
think it drew in a fair bit of their fans. 

Sudbury’s holders-of-the-BUZZCOCKS-flame 
STATUES were up next, and they were forced 
to share the stage with crowd-members jump¬ 
ing up and grabbing the mics for sing-alongs, or 
just plain jumping on THEM for pretty much their 
entire set. If they didn’t already, they know now 
that handling your own vocal duties is a privilege 
not a right, and if they wanna be able to play 
shows unmolested by Portuguese trannies, they 
shouldn’t make such fine punk rock music. 

Finally, it was time for THE MILLION DOLLAR 
MARXISTS. In case you didn’t know, these lo¬ 
cal 90s style garage punk hotshots broke hearts 
and blew minds about two years ago when they 
called it quits after seven years of playing, Can¬ 
ada- and US- and Europe touring, GEARHEAD 
RECORDS-getting-signed-to-ing, SXSW-major 
hype getting, GEARHEAD RECORDS-getting- 


dropped-from-ing, and album-releasing, and 
now the only time they reunite is to play the 
GAGA WEEKEND. 

Everyone in the crowd got started getting their 
fifteenth wind as soon as THE MARXISTS took 
the stage and started ripping into their cata¬ 
logue. Stage-diving hit an all-time festival high: 
people were jumping off the stage, people were 
climbing onto other people, people were grab¬ 
bing whoever was within arm’s reach and hurl¬ 
ing them onto the crowd. I’ve still got a dirty 
footprint on the back of my WHITE WIRES t-shirt 
that I don’t remember getting, but that my t- 
shirt doesn’t seem to wanna forget (no matter 
how many times I wash it). 

Lead singer Luke Martin spent more of the set 
in and on top of the crowd than on stage. The 
monitors spent more time being hurled towards 


Tim’s drum kit than they did in their housings. 
Guitarist/keyboardist Davey’s loogies spent 
more time dripping from the ceiling than they 
did in his mouth. Peoples’ beer spent more time 
getting showered on the band and the crowd 
than they did in their bottles. Bass player John¬ 
ny O’s tongue spent more time in guitar-player 
Steve’s ear than it did in his own mouth. And 
everyone’s brains spent more time splattered 
against the wall than they did in their heads. 

No longer satisfied with grabbing, shoving and 
crowd-surfing THE MARXISTS from the floor, 
about a third of the audience stormed the stage 
for the finale. Besides an audience-demanded 
encore, that marked the end of the second an¬ 
nual GAGA WEEKEND. It left everybody beat- 
up, worn-out, used-up... and fully psyched for 
next year’s. Be there or be square! n 
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Craig and Pierre working hard in their office. 


COMING SOON! 

WRIST PAIN 
YEAR ZERO 
THE FELINES 
MALE NURSE 
ADAM SAIKALEY 
CONGRATULATIONS! 
NERVOUS SYSTEM 



NOTES FROM A DfS 

APPOINTING MAN! 


Written and self-portrait-ed by Mike Laderoute, drawing by Ben Jensen 


Recession time. Time to talk money. Time to put your money where your mouth is: below 
your nose. But you’ve probably been doing a little too much of that lately... and that’s why 
you’re broke and annoying to talk to at parties. So what can you do to worm your awkward, 
poorly inked, aging body through these rough economic times? Well I would suggest you 
stop going to shows and paying to watch shitty bands. But you’re probably not going to lis¬ 
ten to me on that front (especially after you’ve just read on PunkOttawa that the Rockstar 
Energy Drink’s Taste of Mayhem Tour might be rolling through town soon). 



So what can you REALLY do? More importantly: 
what can you NOT do? Saving money is all about 
NOT doing certain things. And to start, I recom¬ 
mend cutting out condoms and prophylactics of 
any kind. They are expensive and completely un¬ 
necessary. Am I telling you to go around having 
unprotected sex? Of course not. Do you regard 
me as some sort of monster? Have you such a low 
opinion of this old, broken-down war veteran? 

I’m merely suggesting you cut out sex in gener¬ 
al. The world keeps getting uglier, dumber and 
increasingly unable to provide me with proper 
customer service. I’m kind of tired of you all. 

I could do without the breeding. The batches 
keep getting worse and worse. So just stop 
having sex. There are bound to be mistakes no 
matter how many grocery bags you wrap around 
that thing. Sex isn’t even all that great any¬ 
ways. Its just a series of awkward spasms hap¬ 
hazardly enacted, followed by a full-grown man 
sobbing in the shower with disgust and sadness 
slowly gathering around his feet. So just cut it 
out. In sex’s absence you’ll find you have more 
time to devote to other pursuits like decreas¬ 
ing your idiocy or crocheting. Plus, with all the 
money you’ll be saving you might finally be able 
to afford that hand gun. 

Except Ben. Ben, you are allowed to continue 
breeding, as it amuses me. 

This brings me to my next bit of economic advice: 
masturbating into containers for the purpose of 
selling the contents to a sperm bank. With all of 
the abstaining going on, you’re going to become 
a chronic, frenzied masturbator - snapping off in 
every dark alley, abandoned wig factory, AA meet¬ 


ing and abortion rally you come across. So why 
not cash in on all this hard work? Cuz it’s going to 
be a while before the general population smarten 
up and join you in refusing to reproduce. 

Avoiding sex is now both saving you money 
AND making you money. If you’re a girl, you 
lose. Releasing precious reproductive material 
doesn’t seem to be a bi-product of masturba¬ 
tion for the fairer sex. Or so I’ve heard. And 



while I haven’t done any research, I imagine egg 
donation is a much more invasive process than 
sperm donation. Girls: your body mocks you and 
curses your way of life. So what all you classy 
broads can and should do is find a nice young 
man who doesn’t want to touch you with a ten 
foot pole. A money generator. You can be there 
to provide support and inspiration. And when 
he comes home from a hard day’s work, smile, 
reach around, give him a big hug and steal some 
cash from out of his wallet. Everybody wins. 


And blood. Look into selling your blood too. 
Finally, when times get tough you might have to 
resort to doing things you’re not very proud of. 
Robbing people and organizing pit fights are not 
two of those things. That’s right, petty crime 
and violence: these are two things that skyrock¬ 
et when the economy crash lands. That’s pretty 
much all that happened throughout the 1930’s. 
And since the television machine would have 
me believe that we are in the Great Depression 
Part II, it’s time to dust off the ol’ Tommy gun 
and start taking what’s rightfully yours. 

But you gotta do it with class. That’s what’s 
missing from crime nowadays: morality. After 
all, this is simply about getting yourself some 
extra coin, not some childish game of 'stomp 
the guy with the wrong-colour hat’. So when 
you stick up that bank, treat the tellers with 
respect. When you’re about to jump from your 
horse to that dining car, remember there are 
decent folk in that train. You should only use 
violence as a business venture. Organizing 
bare-knuckle boxing matches in international 
waters, breaking a leg in order to collect money 
owed on a horse race, pitting a man against 
a pack of ravenous hyenas to the delight of a 
crowd of adoring patrons - all acceptable forms 
of violence. It’s mixing business and violence 
into something I like to call 'bizolence’. It’s the 
logical blending of two beasts. Like an eagle 
with the head of a shark. Or a panther with the 
face of a Dracula. Terrifying and majestic. 

No need to thank me for raising you above the 
waters of economic despair. That’s just what 
I’m here for. I’m kinda like Santa Claus that 
way. If Santa Claus had the face of a bicep. 0 
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KNIFE BROTHERS,e+ c .J 


PORTRAITS OF WEIRDOS )*J A SHALL TtfWN OKJ THE CANADA/US BORDER' 

Written by Emmanuel Sayer, drawn by Ben Jensen. 



In my hometown there was a group of men that we referred to as THE KNIFE BROTHERS. There was a lot of speculation and hearsay about them. 
I’m not even sure if they had any actual blood relation but one thing’s for sure: they had an affinity for knives. One of them had a huge beard and 
long hair even though it was seriously receding/balding on top. He wore a lot of denim and always rode around on his bike with a HUGE knife in 
a sheath hanging from his belt. Another one of them was called INSPECTOR GADGET because he always wore a trench coat and a hat and carried 
around a briefcase. A briefcase would imply that he was a businessman but it seems like his only business was hanging out at Burger King drinking 
35 cent coffees all day. The Knife Brothers had a couple of hangers-on that they hung out with who looked like stereotypical sidekick-to-sketchy- 
dudes kinda guys. The kind of people you’d never leave children alone with and who look like the branches of their family tree are as tangled as 
their ratty hair. 
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We’d generally just see these guys from afar 
when we were out skateboarding around town 
or hanging out down by the river in the Navy 
Yard Park. That’s where I had my first and only 
personal encounter with the Knife Brothers. I 
was hanging out at my friend’s house and we 
were bored out of our 13 year old minds. We 
decided to dress up like Guns f N’ Roses or some¬ 
thing and walk around videotaping ourselves 
doing stupid shit and acting like idiots. After 
messing with the old ladies working the night 
shift at Tim Horton’s, we headed down to the 
park by the river and lo and behold, there were 
the Knife Brothers, clearly a few beers in and 
enjoying some more. They showed us their 
knives and were being really intense and were 
really creeping us out. Inspector Gadget opened 
up his trench coat to reveal one of those vests 
with a lot of throwing daggers in it like that 
badass dude in Desperado. He started 
throwing them at one of their weir 
do lackeys who was yelling and 
screaming and running around 
trying to get out of the way 
of the knives’ path while the 
Knife Brothers laughed. 

Afterwards, Inspector Gadget 
had to walk around in the dark 
finding all his daggers while us¬ 
ing his lighter as a flashlight. 

Needless to say, we made a hasty 
departure once it seemed like they 
weren’t going to murder us. 

There were a lot of other characters in town. 
There was SANTA CLAUS who was just some old 
man with really white hair and a really white 
beard who hung out in front of his house wearing 
a wife beater. He was rumoured to be the father 
of at least one of the Knife Brothers. Another ru¬ 
mour about him was passing around my friend’s 
high school: apparently one of the teachers there 
was having an affair with Santa Claus. I doubt 
that was true but what IS true is that her son had 
"HAMMER” shaved into the back of his head in the 
early 90’s and had to get a late-term circumcision 
when he was in the fourth grade, but that doesn’t 
really have anything to do with Santa Claus. 


Across the street from Santa Claus lived some 
freak who kept every single newspaper that was 
ever delivered there. I used to have to deliver 
the local paper there every Tuesday. I would get 
a hint of the insanity inside the house when I’d 
glimpse into to the back of his minivan and see 
piles and piles of newspapers. There were tons 
of them all over the driveway and near the door 
and there were about as many cats wandering 
around. I heard recently through a friend that 
someone he knew had to do renovations on the 
house after it was sold and the place just stunk 
to the high heavens of cat shit and there were 
newspapers rotting into the floors and walls. 



Down the street lived BARRY who was a men¬ 
tally handicapped guy in his late 20’s. It was ru¬ 
moured that he once swam to Boblo Island when 
he missed the ferry. Boblo Island was a small 
amusement park that had ferries from Amherst- 
burg and from Detroit that arrived there. The 
Amherstburg was a small piece of shit boat but 
the Detroit ferry was an amazing triple-decker 
that had music blaring and people dancing and 
yelling and having tons of fun before they even 
made it to the amusement park. I had a season 
pass there the summer that I was nine years old 


which was the year it closed down. Barry worked 
there sweeping up garbage and even when he 
was off work and walking around town, he’d al¬ 
ways pick up litter and throw it in the garbage. 

I don’t know how this ability came to become 
common knowledge but if you told Barry what 
your birthday was he would always remember it 
even if you quizzed him months or years later. 

LEAD FOOT was a guy with some sort of defor¬ 
mity or something that made him walk with one 
of his feet dragging behind him like it was re¬ 
ally heavy. He didn’t walk that much though 
because he had one of those bikes that’s more 
like a big tricycle for adults where the back is 
just a huge basket or whatever. I remember 
having an awkward run in with him at the 
local mall when we sat near him at a 
table and he barked "STOP SWEAR¬ 
ING! I know that you’re talking 
about me.” It was awkward 
since we weren’t swearing 
and we definitely weren’t 
talking about him. 

GRANDAAA BASEBALL was 
an old lady who hung out 
at the baseball diamond and 
watched every single game 
played. T-Ball to beer league 
slo-pitch, she was there. If it 
started to rain she would start sing¬ 
ing "Rain,rain, go away! Come again 
another day. Snowflakes for Santa and his 
reindeer.” She would also sing the Alphabet 
Song backwards whenever a kid came up to re¬ 
quest it. This may read like she was a cute old 
woman but trust me, there was an underlying 
creepiness to the whole thing. 

JIMMY was a dude that no one had ever seen but 
he was rumoured to be a child molester. Every¬ 
one would always prank call him. We thought 
we were really good at prank calls because we 
could always keep in him on the line for a long 
time and he would be strung along by whatever 
character we were speaking to him as. Later on 
we realized that he probably just got turned on 
by the whole thing. ^ 
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Drawn by Curtis “Splatter” Delaney, Mike Laderoute and Pierre Richardson. 
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Written by the STANDARD iSSUE street gang (Curtis Delaney, Sarah Ford, Ben Jensen, Mike Laderoute, 
Ian Manhire, Carruthers Squire McLaughlin, Pierre Richardson, Emmanuel Sayer, Dave Secretary) 
Left page drawings by Ben Jensen, right page drawings by Curtis Delaney. 


You know how it is. You’re in five bands. Every member of every one of your bands is in five bands. The guys in some of THEIR bands are in SIX 
bands. And the same three or four chords and the same pair of skinny jeans may work for ALL those bands, but the real problem is coming up with 
a different NAME for every one of those bands. STANDARD iSSUE to the rescue. We’ve come up with a shit-ton of band names, free for the taking 
(still working on cures for AIDS and world hunger; we’ll let you know when it’s safe to fuck and waste food again.) You’re welcome. 


Uncle Grandpa 

Awkward Fight 

Bad Babysitting 

Free Bedbugs 

Slack Babbath 

Black Fig 

Sad Dad 

Pool Cleaner 

Goth, Gay, and Great 

Snarled Leather 

Carmen San Diego 

Can you hear me knocking? 

Downtown Gamble 

Anal Hex 

Empty Plates 

Come Clean 

Dick Creem 

Fake Feces 

The Zipper Snags 

Touch Kids 

Bad Fuckers 

Free Crack 

Wizard’s Sleeve 

Sick Dicks 

Total Assholes 

Bitch Tricks 

Prison Romance 

Straight Edge Rave Scene 




The Chillax Five 

Snuffleupafux 

Turboblanco 

The Jesus And Dairy Queen 
Myspace.com/bandname 
Don’t Come 
Titty Twisters 
Psychedelic Tits 

2 Spaghetti Dinners in the Same Day 

Never Nudes 

The Jerk Store 

Capital Cunts 

Flavour Savers 

Boner City Brawlers 

Axl, Slash, Duff, Izzy and Steven: Together Again 
And Playing All The Old Shit That You Like! 
Free Merch 
Jackson 4 
Six Sick Sticks 
The Analrapists 
Kung Foo 

Sensual Massage (pronounced SENSE-you-ull 
MASS-odge, with a bit of a British accent) 
Party Shitters 
Hot Wolf 
Hot Wolves 
Holy Wolf 
Holy Black Wolf 


Black Wolf 
Black Wolves 
Black AIDS 
Bear Wolf 
Hot Bear 
Hot AIDS 
Hot Black Wolf 
Black AIDS Bear 
Wolvves 

Holy Hot Wolves 
Wolves VS Bear 
Holy AIDS 
Black Holies 
Black Hots 
Hot Bear AIDS Black 
Turbo Bear 
Hot Widow 
Black March 
Nasal Laser 
The Gatinos 
Thin Lezzies 
The Rolling Stones 
The Diarrhea Donuts 
Dunkin Gonads 
The Lipsticked Dicks 
Veal-a-tarians 
Wigger Youth 
The Human Tumors 


a 
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The Firebirds Of Darkness 

Every Time Is Forever 

Until Wednesday I Softly Whimper 

You Always Blow Me 

The Urban Eskimos 

Son Dad 

Two and a Half Men... and Some Dads 

Dad Attitude 

Three Dads Down 

Gorgeous Dad Hair 

The Grateful Dad 

Crosby, Stills Nash and Jeff and My Dad 

the Daddy Warhols 

Dadzig 

Dear Dad, It’s Your Mom. 

...And You Will Know Us by the Trail of Dad 

Dead Can Dads 

Dad Dad Dad Dad Uncle Mom 

SeDADives 

Sexy Hitler 

The Fart Sack 

Too Fat, Can’t Find Dick 

Wicker Fantasy 

Liquor Wicker 

Muscle ini 

My Pecker, Your Problem 
Weird Growth 
Throat Hole 
No Sex Frown 
Let’s Barf 
Danny Glover 
Daddy Glover 
Glover Lover 


Beat Elf 

Shaggy Shoulder 
The Dangerous Pain Pills 
Red Package 

The Regimented System Of Running And Sit-ups 
The Jet-Ski Mechanics 
My Buns And My Thais 
Skagway 

Yeah We’re Ready 

I See Dad People 

The Flesh Times 

The Well Panels 

The Fuck Norris 

Drive-By Jesus 

Fell Down A Well 

The Wheel Wells 

The Doing Wells 

Embarrassing Facial Tattoo 

The Well Wishers 

Well Well Well 

The What Plugs 

The Hallowtweens 

Stinky Frets 

Witch Fucker 

Baby Sucker 

Thick f n’ Sticky 

Crammer 

Milky Substance and the Whatever-You-Wants 

Pillowcrepes 

Super Buttsex 

Ski Pole Abortion 

The American Carewolves in Fundon 
Oozing Tenderloins 


Daddy Loves You 

The Ketameanies 

Jean Claude Trans Am 

Dr. Steve Brule & The Four Yourhealths 

The Beetles (spelt right) 

GG Alan Thicke 

Xferris bueller can’t boozeX 

Kawasaki Nightmare 

Juggalocomotion 

Kill Death Dead 

Skatutory Rape 

Cobra’s Fist 

Pathetic Attack 

Geriatric Youth 

RCMP3 

Killer Wail 

Bob Marley’s Least Favorite Child 
Hagar the Tolerable 
The Download Codes 
Bro Diddley 

Tragically Hip Replacements 
Thong Wrestlers 
Genital Warts (the band) 

Smoker’s Coffin 
Internet Explorers 
The Ozone Liars 

Hunker Down and the Stay Theres 
The Girl Guys 
Toys R Kelly 
California Semen 

Weekend Dad And The Pizza-For-Dinner Three 
Double Punch Coma 

Kitty Porn Dungeon A 


II^BVSiTTlN^ 

<3 
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SHITTY/NOT SHITTY! 

HERE’S SOME STUFF AND WHAT YOUR OPINION OF IT SHOULD BE 


CENTRETOWN CRIPPLERS - MOTOR POINTS OF 
THE FACE CDEP (independent, Ottawa) 

My friend Todd was telling me about a recent 
set these guys played. They did a song about all 
the things they hate, and the dude singing was 
pointing at people in the audience and singling 
them out, like "I hate that kid’s skinny jeans!” 
That’s awesome. I don’t hate skinny jeans, I 
just really like hate. 

So, right there, you see these guys (and at 
least one girl) are on the right track; they’re 
not afraid to stir the pot. And they sound good 
too. Despite having too many members (seven, 

I think?), they don’t fall prey to that whole re- 
tardedly pretentious indie rock mindset of 'we 
have a lot of members and a lot of old people 
instruments so we must be good and interesting, 
right?’. Basically what I’m saying is, the many 
cooks in CENTRETOWN CRIPPLERS manage not 
to spoil the party-fuelling garage punk broth. 

Actually, shit gets a little boring around track 
three, but then track four pulls it right up again 
with a pounding assault against nosehairs, and 
then things keep being pretty awesome for the 
next two tracks. That’s three awesome tracks 
right there. Pretty fucking good for an EP. But 
then, I really didn’t need the hidden track, a 
live ’Stepping Stone’ cover. It just seems like it 
was thrown in there. 

I find these guys are at their best with songs like 
'Hands’ and 'Eat The Bee’ that sound kinda like 
the backing track to a crazed, torch-wielding 
mob hunting some monstrous creature through 
the night. They should focus on that stuff. 

Bottom line: if you saw these guys play GAGA 
WEEKEND (or, apparently, antagonizing the 
crowd opening for THE ZOOBOMBS) you know 
they’re on to something. Let’s just hope they 
learn to cut the fat for future releases. NOT 
SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: Nice, clean, 
textbook-style line drawings of the motor points 
of the face. Using old anatomy diagrams is al¬ 
most getting pretty played out, but I’m gonna 


give it a pass (I said "almost”) cuz it looks good. 
But next album cover I get with anything medical 
diagram-y: automatic fail. NOT SHITTY (BJ) 




CREEPS/FEAR OF LIPSTICK - split 7” (Fucking 
Scam/Scared To Death) 

I’m listening to the CREEPS/ FEAR OF LIPSTICK 
7”, and it’s good. Straightforward punk rock. It 
makes me feel old. You know that feeling that 
you get one morning when you’re jacking off, 
and it’s taking real long, and towards the end 
you feel a sharp pain in your chest from working 
too hard? Maybe you don’t. Maybe you’re some 
fucking spring chicken. I’m not. I know how that 
feels. You will someday too. It’s not good, but 
it’s kind of a milestone in life if there ever was 
one. So is listening to and reviewing this record. 
Yep. It’s like masturbation-induced-chest-pains. 


The first two songs are by the Creeps out of Ot¬ 
tawa. See, the reason I made that bad "feeling 
old” analogy is because 10 years ago, I know 
I could describe how this record sounded to 
pretty much anybody. Today though, it’s tough. 

I feel like on this record, THE CREEPS kinda/ 
sorta sound like THE RIVERDALES if they were 
going for the sound of BRAIN DRAIN. And that’s 
a good thing. 

The next two songs are from FEAR OF LIPSTICK 
-- a really good band, but I’m not really into the 
two songs they have on this split. Something 
about them feels disjointed. The instrumen¬ 
tals sound like MONDO BIZZARO to me (a good 
thing), but the vocals seem really detached 
from the music, and it’s really distracting, be¬ 
cause I haven’t noticed this issue with previous 
FEAR OF LIPSTICK recordings. What else can I 
say? Better luck next time, guys? 

Definitely not shitty, but I wouldn’t put these 
FEAR OF LIPSTICK songs on my iPod, if I had an 
iPod. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: High con¬ 
trast black and white artwork, a la millions of 
punk 7”s. THE CREEPS’ side appropriately has 
a graphic of the shadows of some dudes (ap¬ 
propriate how? Well, because the first song 
from them on the record is titled "Shadows.” 
THAT’S appropriate!). FEAR OF LIPSTICK’S side 
has some skull hand creeping from behind a 
door. Nothing mind-blowing, but still cool. NOT 
SHITTY (KP) 

DIRECT CONTROL - FAREWELL LP (Feral Ward 
Records, Portland OR) 

See the GOVERNMENT WARNING review in this 
same issue for my ranting preamble on this par¬ 
ticular subgenre of eye-gouging, gas-pedaling, 
kidney-punching hardcore. DIRECT CONTROL 
were my first love in the somewhat-recent 
(although not really) post-KORO/MYSTIC RECS 
hardcore revival, and the You’re Controlled LP 
probably has quite a bit to do with my being in 
the infinite number of bands I’m currently ruin¬ 
ing. After a few splits and reissues followed by 
what seemed like an eternity of silence, I got 
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wind of a final LP from these fucking wizards 
of vicious, bratty hardcore. Farewell is hardly 
a departure from DC’s earlier shit -- it’s hardly 
even an evolution, really -- it’s just more near- 
perfectly executed, seething, venomous punk 
rock with a rhythm section that is unparalleled 
within the genre. Be bummed that this band is 
calling it a day. Retarded. NOT SHITTY (DW) 

THE FACT THE CITY IS TURNING THE PARKING 
LOT WE SKATE IN INTO A LIBRARY 

So basically there’s this parking lot near my 
house we like to skateboard in, and now it turns 
out the city’s gonna turn it, and the area around 
it into a smelly ol’ library. Pardon me what?! 
That’s BULLSHIT! 

There’s like a million libraries in this city al¬ 
ready, but if you turn that parking lot into yet 
another one, you’re just creating another prob¬ 
lem, and that problem is this: 

Without that covered and walled parking lot, 
where are a bunch of dudes well into their 20s 
(with bodies well into their 40s) gonna practice 
their pop shuvits away from the prying eyes of 
12 year old skaterats who can 360 flip higher 
than we can climb a gentle slope without get¬ 
ting winded? 

Huh?! Where?! This is HORSESHIT! 

Also, I don’t know much from libraries, but that 
parking lot’s gonna make a pretty shitty library. 


I mean, where are they gonna put the books? 
On the CARS? Are people gonna sit on the oil 
stains? And what are they gonna do with the old 
condom we ollie over? Turn it into a kids’ sec¬ 
tion? That’s just gross, City Of Ottawa! I can’t 
believe you’d rather let kids play with an old, 
used condom than let a bunch of (admittedly 
gross) dudes hang out in there and ollie over 
it. If we don’t have a place we can feel safe in 
to practice our sick moves at, how are we ever 
gonna land sweet sponsorship deals? 

This is just gonna lead to more crime in Cen- 
tretown, I promise you (cuz without my parking 
lot sessions, I am gonna have more time to pros¬ 
titute myself and that is illegal). SHITTY (BJ) 

FUCKED CORPSE - DENIM OUTTA HERE cass- 
ingle (Bruised Tongue, Ottawa) 

Everybody likes to talk about how punk is so awe¬ 
some cuz anyone can get up there and start a 
band and play a show, whether they have any 
musical ability or not. But those people usually 
don’t bother starting a band. They’re really just 
regurgitating lines they heard people say on punk 
rock documentary DVDs they downloaded. 

Well, FUCKED CORPSE are (mostly) a bunch of 
dudes with little to no band experience who DID 
say 'fuck it’ and started a band, while you were 
sitting on the sidelines too scared and nervous. 

Well, that’s cool, Ben, but how do they sound? 
Shitty? I bet they sound 'shitty’. 

Well, mixed results. Take their first 7”. One 
song ('Rising Tide’) was pretty awesome. The 
other song ('Apple Meat’) was pretty whatever. 
But these guys are punker than you (and more 
into having fun than you) so they didn’t let it 
get them down. They kept their punk rock pop 
party going through all sorts of lineup changes, 
all sorts of hits, and all sorts of misses. And 
y’know what happened? The hits started out¬ 
weighing the misses. Pretty heavily, actually. 

Say what you will about them, a FUCKED CORPSE 
show is a party, and they’re kings of the base¬ 
ment. And you like at least some of their songs. 


A lot. Even if you won’t admit it and’ll call their 
music and their crowd ''hipster shit” to anyone 
within earshot that you wanna impress. You’re 
a secret FUCKED CORPSE lover and a chickenshit 
for not owning up to it. 

So is their new cassingle, Denim Outta Here, a 
hit or a miss? At the risk of ruining suspense: 
IT’S A HIT, MUTHAFUCKA! 

The a side, 'Denim Outta Here’, is catchy lo-fi 
drum machine pop from the shout-along-and- 
pump-your-fists side of the tracks, and the b 
side keeps that kinda shit rollin’ with an awe¬ 
some cover of 'Your Ass Is Next In Line’ by Mon¬ 
treal 90s garage legends THE MUMMIES. 

If you’re into production and sound quality, this 
cassette might make you wanna pull out your 
hair and murder your family, but if you’re into 
good times and punk rock over all else, that 
means you like FUCKED CORPSE whether you 
know it or not, and you like this single. So get 
behind these guys and the party they bring, and 
buy a copy. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: BRUISED 
TONGUE know what they’re doing when it 
comes to designing their cassettes. This one’s 
got a photo of -- I think it’s Craig (from FC and 
BRUISED TONGUE), but he’s looking pretty swar¬ 
thy, much swarthier than usual, so I don’t know 
-- anyway, it’s got probably Craig and some off- 
shot guy trying their hardest to rip a pair of jeans 
in two on the front, the cassette’s covered with 
a denim-looking sticker, a denim-themed band 
aid (not used, I checked) held it closed, and the 
whole thing was packaged in a denim sheath. 
There’s more denim on this thing than on a par¬ 
ticularly rustic molester. NOT SHITTY (BJ) 

FUCKED CORPSE - LED ZEPPELIN FOUR cas¬ 
sette (Bruised Tongue, Ottawa) 

This is a little gem from Ottawa’s most ador¬ 
able band with a swear word in its name and 
swell chaps as its members. The songs on this 
record are really endearing and poppy and have 
fuzzy organs and guitars and yelping and basi¬ 
cally remind me of a scrappy puppy. Maybe that 


StandardiSsueMag.com | Page Twenty Seven 



description sounds condescending or like these 
guys are pussies or something, but be assured 
that it means neither of those things. 

Aside from the obviously precious elements of 
the band, FUCKED CORPSE brings some pretty 
cool noise components that you don’t see with 
a lot of more straight-up pop acts, and keeps 
enough hooks to separate them from most 
bands that go with a lo-fi noise sound. There 
are some instrumental tracks involving a lot of 
repetition and a lot of found noise, which makes 
for a spacey listen up until they come back in 
with loud drums and guitar and kind of kick your 
ass just a bit. 

From the austere loop tracks of ’Forever’ and 
’Ghost Loop’ to the uber catchy single ’Denim 
Outta Here’ to ’Winter Windz’ which reminds me 
of Leonard Cohen (for whatever reason) and ’M81 
Woodland’ which reminds me of Phil Spector (for 
slightly more obvious reasons) there’s a lot going 
on and it’s all really well put together. I dunno, 
there’s just some neat shit on here that I feel 
pretty good about sitting around and listening to, 
which is kind of what you’re supposed to do with 
a record, so it works out. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: Huge joint. 

NOT SHITTY (SF) 

GERM ATTAK - A BLEAK FUTURE 7” (Capitali- 
cide Records, Ottawa) 

SO punk! I’ve been pushing this band to my 
friends for a while now. Mostly since I picked 
up this 7”. It’s one of those things. I’ve been 
trading records with Jo from GERM ATTAK pretty 
much since we met a couple years back. I’ve 
seen the band a few times live, most recently at 
the GAGA WEEKEND 2 where they played first on 
the matinee and blew minds early on in the day! 

For me, it was this 7” that broke through my 
walls. Then seeing them play the tracks after 
its release sealed the deal. Released some 
time at the end of 2008, it’s pretty fresh. Ever 
since getting it I’ve nearly worn the grooves 
out! They’ve got the danger of a KBD band, the 
minimalism of a ’77 punk band, and the songs 
of the proto-punk scene. Forget labeling them 
-- they’re a punk band. Not many bands play 
punk rock anymore, so it’s awesome to live in 
the same city as these guys. 

I dunno, Jo is gonna punch me for saying this, 
but they remind me of the best parts of bands 
like the UK SUBS, the EXPLOITED, the MAG¬ 
GOTS, kinda WEIRDOS. Go see them at BABY¬ 


LON on AUGUST 22, and pick one of these up 
if they have any left. ’OPEN YOUR EYES’ NOT 
SHITTY (IM) 

GERM ATTAK - THEY LIVE, WE SLEEP LP (Yellow 
Dog Records, Berlin) 

I’m fairly confident that Jo, Will and Simon will 
be bummed with my lack of appropriate com¬ 
parisons in this review, but the fact is my knowl¬ 
edge of 80s Euro punk rock is likely far more 
limited than theirs, so fellas, you’re gonna have 
to deal with references to THE EXPLOITED. That 
said, this record sounds like 14 covers of ’Mucky 
Pup’ at varying speeds. 

Nah, I’m kidding. This LP is fucking incredible. 
GERM ATTAK don’t actually sound that much like 
THE EXPLOITED to me, although there’s an unde¬ 
niable Wattie-ness to Jo’s voice (particularly in 
the chorus of ’Servitude’, which is the album’s 
highlight and one of my favourite songs in recent 
memory). Prior to seeing/hearing GERM ATTAK, 

I was expecting to DISmiss them as yet another 
proponent of a certain drum beat, but there’s a 
lot more APPENDIX here than there is DISCHARGE. 
In fact, there’s very little ’’typical” crust/anar- 
cho influence to speak of. The UK82 presence is 
obvious, but there’s a pervading early Finnish/ 
Swedish element to GERM ATTAK’s delivery, and, 
intentional or not, a welcome similarity to the 
YOUNG WASTENERS/AMDI PETERSEN’S ARME lin¬ 
eage as well. I honestly listen to this shit like 
twice a day. NOT SHITTY (DW) 



GOVERNMENT WARNING - PARANOID MESS LP 

(No Way/Grave Mistake Records, Richmond, VA) 
A few years back there was a welcome shift in the 
incredibly stagnant hardcore scene from phony- 
ass dingus, scrawny tough-guy, wish-they-were- 
Madball-but-had-tiny-hairless-testicles bullcrud 
to a thrashier, more unhinged MECHT MENSCH 
or KORO-esque sound. Those slightly more 


aged of us who chose NOT to abandon the often 
cartoonish or bordering-on-self-satirical hard¬ 
core subgenre in favour of white-sunglassed, 
always cartoonish lo-fi power-pop throwback 
retardation (which is actually pretty terrific a 
lot of the time) were quite pleased with that 
shift. There’s just something a touch unsatisfy¬ 
ing about being a grown man in baggy shorts 
and hi-top Reebok Pumps watching 16 year olds 
in baggy shorts and hi-top Reebok Pumps sing 
about their trials and tribulations. 

Enter GOVERNMENT WARNING, DIRECT CON¬ 
TROL, REGULATIONS, DOUBLE NEGATIVE, etc. 
Older cats who’ll take URBAN WASTE or THE 
MOB over FLOORPUNCH any day, creating fuck¬ 
ing ripping, insane hardcore with the perfect 
balance of control and disconnect. Tortured 
lyrics, snotty vocals, and non-stop speed. As 
with any resurgence, there were scores of bands 
making this shift, and for me, those I mentioned 
above, plus a few others (CITIZENS PATROL, SO¬ 
CIAL CIRCKLE, CHRONIC SEIZURE, LIFE TRAP, 
WARKRIME) really stood out - GOV’T WARNING 
being right at the top of the heap. Their first 
few EPs and the No Moderation LP were, and 
are still, in heavy rotation, but Paranoid Mess 
trumps the entire lot. The production alone is 
a backhand smack in the gums, and the formula 
of the songs doesn’t stray too far from those on 
the Arrested EP, but manages to be more neu¬ 
rotic, insane and yet more melodic. Not poppy 
or anything fruitcakey like that, but more like 
un-stop-singable. This band is just fucking 
bonkos. NOT SHITTY (DW) 

GRAND TRINE/HOLY COBRAS - split cassette 

(Bruised Tongue Records, Ottawa) 

The first GRAND TRINE song is an upbeat rock¬ 
ing punk song and everything is pretty muffled 
and the tape sounds like one of those tapes 
that you’ve listened to a million times so that 
the tape has that back and forth ’whooshing’ 
sound. They probably just plugged everything 
into one big Phaser Pedal when they recorded 
this. There’s a total stoner rock solo in there 
too. Then it sounds like they were in a space 
ship the whole time and now they’ve turned off 
the jets and they’re kind of just floating around 
and hanging out in space. Here comes a big alien 
ship that’s pulling them into its big tractor beam 
then the hatch closes in on them and the song is 
done. The next track starts with a kind of cool 
organ line and then here it comes vocals with 
TONS OF REVERB on it! The music is actually 
pretty cool, sounds like GOBLIN or something but 
then it sounds like a drunk teenager trying to pull 
some KOOL KEITH weird space rap type shit over 
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it and it’s just not working for me. These guys 
have that backwards guitar/Middle Eastern type 
guitar line on the third track. Total psyched-out 
stuff. The music is pretty good and interesting 
but I just can’t deal with some dude mumbling 
into a space cavern. However a lot of people can 
deal with it so they’ll be into this side. 

Well, the HOLY COBRAS have gone through A LOT 
of changes. A lot of member changes, a lot of 
changes in sound and style. Their first tape was 
some really great rocking garage punk which 
sucked directly from the teat of BILLY CHILDISH. 
The songs were really great and really catchy 
and well done. Their next tape stepped things 
up to more of an upbeat post-punk kind of style 
which I was very much into. A couple of tracks 
still had some remnants of the sound from the 
first tape but the closer, WAPNM/ln Cult was a 
14-or-so minute track that made a statement re¬ 
garding the direction they were heading in. Even 
if the song was really jammy and was really long, 
it was still upbeat and kept me interested. 

Their side of this split cassette is one "song” 
called 'You Can’t Catch Me’ which clocks in at 
13 minutes and 5 seconds. It starts up with a 
bunch of samples of people talking and then 
the sample tape slows down and then I guess 
the music starts which is a guitar which bare¬ 
ly sounds like a guitar going through a million 
pedals while Grady sings a bunch of crap into 
an echo chamber then a bunch of bubbly kind 
of digital noise and some cymbal hits while in 
the background you can faintly hear a drum 
beat that slowly gets louder then some of that 
backwards guitar playing kind of Middle-Eastern 
sounding guitar while feedback drones on over 
top of it all and a guitar strums one really tuned 
down chord here comes the vocals again now 
for a bit the back to the e-bow backwards guitar 
now some more low rumbling feedback noise is 
being put over top of it it’s picking up in speed 
there’s a bass guitar in there playing along with 
the drums and the guitar is playing along as well 
more vocal bullshit it’s getting faster and faster 
yet hanging on by a thread it’s kind of just going 
the bass is losing interest the drums stop there’s 
feedback a vocal howl here comes a sample of 
some song I can’t recognize the bass plays a 
couple of notes and it’s done. 

There’s definitely a lot of stuff going on here and 
they’re trying to do something different than 
what the rest of the bands in this city are doing 
but there’s really nothing here that makes me 
want to listen to it again. Maybe I should have 
taken the directions that come in the liner notes 


- "Turn off the lights, put on the strobe light, 
take your drugs, drink your beer and listen loud” 
and it would have made more sense. SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: I like the black 
and white cover and the overall aesthetic of the 
tape. They did a couple of different versions of 
the cover. I got the inverted version that is the 
reverse of the image of the original cover which 
means you see a lot less of the booby on the front 
cover. Maybe that’s why there were only 33 of 
that cover made. Those BRUISED TONGUE guys 
know what sells and that’s probably why the other 
117 copies display a full booby. NOT SHITTY (ES) 



JAY REATARD - WATCH ME FALL LP (Matador 
Records, New York City) 

So, here’s the moment many of you peons (not 
excluding myself) have been waiting for, the 
much anticipated JAY REATARD follow-up LP. 
Right about now’s the time where the hipsters 
will jump off the wagon they so recently cut 
their teeth on as the hype of the REATARD main¬ 
stream begins to saturate. Good riddance. Not 
that I really give a shit -- hell, whatever puts 
more emphasis on garage punk today is fine by 
me -- but it’s nice to see real fans as opposed 
to bloggers flyin’ by the seat of their pants as 
spectators from afar. 

I’ll be honest, I sincerely thought this might be 
a complete and utter indie rock record. There 
wouldn’t have been a problem, even if that was 
the case, but it’s not. That being said, anyone 
who expects another Blood Visions needs to have 
their head examined. Clearly, there’s been a de¬ 
parture, so let’s not get too nostalgic and listen 
to this record with our heads out of our asses. 

After the first listen, it occurs to me: Jay never 
swears. Not one cuss word. How can someone 
with such a tough rep pull this off? Am I the 


first person with a human brain to highlight this 
noble fact? Can we let him get away with it? 
Sure. I mean, I swear a lot, so it merely seems 
a little foreign to me how such a prolific song¬ 
writer -- who just happens to play PUNK FUCK¬ 
ING ROCK -- doesn’t utter a single swear. 

Watch Me Fall is a pleasant surprise on the pro¬ 
duction side. While following the similar em¬ 
brace of acoustic guitars, sporadic tempos and 
time signatures of Singles '08, this is a much 
more cohesive effort and enjoyable when it 
comes to the recordings. It’s polished, for sure, 
but it’s stripped down with guitar sounds that are 
thin and perfectly executed. Nothing makes me 
want to smash my own face in with awful record¬ 
ings along the lines of LAMPS, SICK THINGS and 
the like, but I didn’t much enjoy the production 
value of the first six Matador singles. They were 
alright, but the current LP sets the bar where Jay 
should’ve put it in the first place. 

The opening track, 'It Ain’t Gonna Save Me’, 
was leaked a few months before the release as 
a teaser, and it’s easily on the lower half of the 
money makers here. It’s solid, but no where 
near as solid as Taking It’, or my favourite 
(previously released on the SONIC YOUTH split), 
'Hang Them All’. Another repeat is 'I’m Watch¬ 
ing You’, re-recorded, and again, a superior 
take in comparison to the first time around. 

Many reviewers have been citing references 
like THE CLEAN and other New Zealanders of 
the same era, but you’d be missing something 
if you took it at face value. I’m completely 
convinced you’d never see them cited if they 
weren’t listed as main influences on Jay’s MyS- 
pace page. Pretty whack to pull that out, if you 
ask me. I don’t see it like many others do. If 
anything, some of these tracks are even closer 
to THE ADVERTS than Blood Visions. It’s a much 
faster record than expected, other than a few 
obligatory tempo-killing tracks. There’s even a 
DEVO element to Watch Me Fall. 

This isn’t the breakout album many are expect¬ 
ing. It won’t live up the hype that’s been previ¬ 
ously set, but it’s a solid effort that is bound to 
grow on many. On the other hand, Singles '08 
made a million year-end lists, and this record is 
easily its superior in my books. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: A little 
cheesy, even if it was the intention. 'Nuff 
said. SHITTY (SA) 
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(I wanted to write a review of Kevin Smith cuz 
I hate that nerd so fucking much, but he just 
makes me too angry to write anything clever 
about him. BJ) 

ME & EMMANUEL ON THE PATIO PATIO, AT OUR 
SEDATIVES JAM & AT RRPP THE OTHER NIGHT 

I love Emmanuel. Deeply. We used to hang out 
one-on-one and verbally express our love for 
each other constantly. An ever-growing moun¬ 
tain range of projects dictates that this doesn’t 
happen as much as it used to, so I guess we de¬ 
cided to really make ’er count last week by bro- 
ing down almost every day. On Thursday, "make 
’er count” meant buying eight tall cans of Hol- 
sten 7.0%, drinking them in two hours while dis¬ 
cussing how punk we are, and then attempting 
to carry on like we were NOT sickeningly wasted 
by 8pm. 

I don’t really remember jamming with SEDA¬ 
TIVES that night, aside from ill-advisedly killing 
more beers, spitting constantly and playing per¬ 
fectly (no surprise there). I also only vaguely 
remember watching THE CREEPS and FEAR OF 
LIPSTICK at the ’PIZZA PARTY, but I remember 
Wotherspoon buying me a tall can and having 
a generally swell time. I do recall Ian and I in¬ 
gesting ESD poutines at 1am. 

I also recall waking up in Ian’s punk room bed 
with the pain of what I believed to be a parasite 
living inside my brain and chewing its way out 
of my skull. I call to mind my ushering Sheila 
out of her bathroom to vomit, over and over 
and over and over, forever and ever, mounds of 
partially-digested cheese curds, French fried 
potatoes, and near-black gravy, all nestled 
snugly in a blanket of swirly, tentacley, acidy 
bile. Prior to eventually stumbling in to work at 
the completely inappropriate hour of 11:30am, 

I had the pleasure of my first encounter with 
Ian’s dad, the lovely Rob Manhire, shaking his 


hand with my mouth full of toothpaste, my skin 
transparently pale, simultaneously shivering 
and sweating profusely. The moral of this story: 
Emmanuel rules and I miss him a lot of the time. 
Both SHITTY and NOT SHITTY (DW) 

METZ - DRY UP b/w RIPPED ON THE FENCE 7” 

(We Are Busy Bodies, Toronto) 

This is the second 7” from Toronto’s METZ and 
my oh my have they improved greatly. With this 
record they’ve outgrown the obvious compari¬ 
sons to YOUNG WIDOWS and have really come 
into their own. Everyone in this band is tal¬ 
ented but it’s really the drums that do it for 
me. Hayden pummels his drums into oblivion 
and they are impossible to ignore. The vocals 
are a bit more buried in the mix but sound re¬ 
ally great that way. It has more of a 90’s feel 
to it and is pretty upbeat considering they’re a 
"heavy” band. 

’Dry Up’ has a great drumbeat that just hypno¬ 
tizes you and you just can’t get out of its grip. 
Totally in the SHELLAC/JESUS LIZARD vein. 
’Ripped on the Fence’ is more uptempo and 
rocking and makes you want to flip out. It has 
great time changes that switch the flow of the 
song up completely, then it’s right back to the 
rocking out part. A great hypnotic bridge gets 
noisier and noisier and louder and louder, then 
the song ends in a noisy pummeling. I can’t 
wait to hear the next record when it comes out. 
NOT SHITTY 



A review of the album’s artwork: The artwork 
was done by Hayden Menzies and it’s similar to 
the layout of the first 7”. I think it’s supposed 
to be a three 7” set. It’s a total 3D/mirror im¬ 
age thing but yellow and blue with an orange 
background. NOT SHITTY (ES) 

THE MISTRESS - s/t CD (self-released, Ottawa) 
Coming at you from suburban West Ottawa 
with their first, self-released full-length, THE 


MISTRESS are four young longhairs with a driv¬ 
ing, punk rock and roll sound -- you don’t need 
Maury Povich to tell you who their daddies are; 
this shit is straight up G’N’R and early ICARUS 
LINE. Maybe a little NIRVANA too. 

And these young guns pull it off. This album is 
full of such thrills and chills as quick n’ tough 
blues-metal riffs getting slingshotted along by 
insistent drums and bass; sudden breakdowns; 
sludgy metal interludes; snarled ’I don’t give a 
shit’-style lyrics ("Gimme all your money, girl 
so I can spend all your money on everyhting”); 
constant variation in every song; and guitar so¬ 
los everywhere! 

These guys aren’t even afraid to slow it down a 
bit for a couple tracks (nothing wussy or anything, 
though). In fact, it’s obvious these guys pay close 
attention to keeping things from getting boring 
- every song is constantly changing, and sounds 
different from the others on the album. 

Now it’s time to take a page from THE MISTRESS’S 
book and switch things up to keep this review 
from getting boring: here’s the bad parts. 

Though these guys are all obviously talented 
players, a lot of sloppy playing managed to find 
its way onto this album and, when you combine 
this with their age and the recording quality -- 
they probably recorded this themselves and it 
sounds like a particularly decent live bootleg, 
not a studio album -- might make it a bit easy 
for some people to write them off. 

Overall though, a lot of this album is really cool, 
and though they’ve apparently been around 
for four years now, these guys are still REALLY 
young. This album might not find itself in con¬ 
stant rotation on my stereo, but I wouldn’t be 
one bit surprised if, in a year or two, these guys 
come out with something that DOES. Next time 
I get something from THE MISTRESS in my mail¬ 
box, I’ll be psyched. NOT SHITTY (BJ) 

MOUNTANAKA - LIGHTS DIVIDE b/w ARE WE 
AHEAD 7” (self-released, Ottawa) 

I remember when I was 10 or something, my 
baby sitter explaining to me that she didn’t 
know what "pearl jam” was supposed to mean 
but thought, as a name, it fit the band’s sound 
perfectly. To this day, I still don’t understand 
what the hell she was talking about, but I do 
feel that way about another band. 

Whatever "mountanaka” means, the three Ot¬ 
tawa veterans (ex-members of ROBOT KILL CITY, 
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VAN JOHNSON, THE GREY and METZ) who call 
themselves that sound exactly like it. The two 
tracks on this debut 45 are solid and thick and 
rumbley, just like the 'mountain’ half of their 
name makes you think. The rhythms are steady 
and driving, and the drums, bass and guitar are 
all locked in together in a pummeling assault 
(just like getting slowly beaten into submission 
by a grumpy mountain -- you know how that 
goes). The thick, rumbling bass also works as 
falling boulders. 

The 'anaka’ part of the name sounds vaguely 
native. This also works cuz the music kinda 
makes me think of the stereotypical Native im¬ 
agery (the 'noble and stoic warrior’ stereotype, 
not the 'fat, unemployable drunk’ stereotype); 
the dull, pounding drums are kinda tribal, and 
the distant, yelled dual vocals are half mourn¬ 
ful, half war-cry. 

Dudes into bands like HOOVER, SLINT and 
SHELLAC’ll be psyched for this. 

Waitaminute -- since I based my whole review 
on it, lemme just grab a dictionary and make 
sure 'mountanaka’ isn’t actually some word I’d 
look like a retard if I didn’t know.... 

Okay, it’s not. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: This is some 
labour-intensive packaging. It’s a gatefold cov¬ 
er on a smoky grey cardstock, it’s been hand- 
stamped with six different rubber etchings they 
would’ve had to have had made (one’s for the 
logo on the front, there’s a matching one on the 
back with the track listing, two for the minimal¬ 
ist liner notes, etc...), there’s a glossy snapshot 
of what looks like a crowd of WWII navy soldiers 
in flotation devices glued on the inside and each 
jacket’s been singed black on its outer edges (I 
smelled it; it’s actually been flame-kissed). 



For all the pain in the ass assembling 200 (an¬ 
other stamp says mine’s #36/200) of these 
must’ve been, the end result is so clean, styl¬ 
ish and original that I hope these guys and their 
cramped hands, burnt fingers and bloodshot 
eyes realize the effort was worth it. Pressure’s 
on for the next jacket, guys. NOT SHITTY (BJ) 

MY HAIRCUT 

Man, I’ve gotta say the last few haircuts I’ve giv¬ 
en myself were duds. Last time I tried to thin out 
the top a little bit to make it a little less moppy, 
and then it got all weird and I wasn’t really able 
to comb it for a few months. I also shaved it a 
little to high, so the back looked all weird and 
horrible. This time around I think I nailed it, mi¬ 
nus minor mulletage, which was corrected after I 
noticed it in the mirror a few days later. 

But yeah, my sideburns aren’t too thick, nor 
are they too thin like those seedy dudes who 
have that tiny little ant trail connecting to their 
date-rapist style goatees. Nope, they’re just 
right. They go halfway down my ear, which is 
the perfect length given the proportions of my 
face and the thickness of my hair. I fucking 
KILLED the bangs -- I’ve got this look now which 
is kinda cute/adorable/innocent a la the young¬ 
est kid in Family Ties, with a perfect little pinch 
of punk-ass/delinquent/future fuck-up like Ed¬ 
die Furlong as John Connor in Terminator 2. I 
know all the lady readers must be creaming and 
screaming right about now, so I’ll end this re¬ 
view before I make this issue 2 hawt 2 handle. 
NOT SHITTY (KP) 

MY PENIS SIZE 

I saw a bunch of dudes at the gym shower, and 
most of them had penises of sizes that were 
comparable to mine. Some were really big, 
though, and some were grotesquely small. I 
don’t feel so insecure anymore. NOT SHITTY 
(KP) 

NERVOUS SYSTEM - BURNING WHITE LIGHT 
cassette (Bruised Tongue, Ottawa) 

NERVOUS SYSTEM is three dudes from Ottawa 
that you probably know and they are fucking 
awesome to go and see and ''get real cool” to, 
if you know what I mean. And while this tape 
doesn’t quite capture the throbbing kinetic en¬ 
ergy that tends to permeate their live show, it 
certainly gives justice to the band’s ability to put 
together a wall of punishing fucking psych punk. 
Even though the eight tracks on this tape flow 
into each other seamlessly, there’s enough varia¬ 
tion that certain songs stick out while others are 
experienced as solid chunks of noise and sound 


and neat little bits of whatever you want to call 
it. Some of the shorter songs, like 'Rhythms 1 ’, 
have what I guess you can call hooks, in that it’s 
catchy enough that the guitar line (which sounds 
like it could be in Mystical Ninja or another Kona- 
mi Nintendo game) got stuck in my head for a 
few days after I first listened to this tape. The 10 
minute-long 'Keep Concerned’ is one I can defi¬ 
nitely see myself throwing on after too much Ro- 
bitussin and spacing out to, although the spoken 
word bit that goes on for about three minutes 
might cause one to ''bug out”. 

Matt Cosgrove and Jesse Winchester are such 
a solid fucking rhythmic force that I would be 
happy listening to a tape of just them, and Mat 
Oxley’s echo-drenched vocals and signature 
"whooos” are so cool sounding over his equally 
cool sounding guitar that it’s like a perfect little 
noise treat for my tiny little ears. There’s even 
a little synth-y Ian (SUPPOSITORIES) Showalter 
bonus. Basically this tape rules and I think it 
might be almost sold out, so keep an eye out for 
any errant copies you can find. You’d be mega 
retarded to not pick one up. NOT SHITTY 



A review of the album’s artwork: Okay, weird 
hand that looks like it belongs to a really old alien 
and gooey letters coupled with neon colours. 
That is cool with me. Aliens, goo, neon colours, 
and hands are all cool things to look at whether 
fucked up or not. I looked at this while in both 
states and enjoyed it both times. That is the 
mark of quality album art or something I don’t 
know whatever I like it. NOT SHITTY (SF) 
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OTTAWA GAGA: VOLUME ONE LP (Going Gaga 
Records, Ottawa) 

Fifteen of Ottawa’s best bands were asked by 
Ian "Gagaman” Manhire to come up with an 
original, unreleased two minute track, then 
head over to CAPITAL REHEARSAL STUDIOS to 
get it recorded by Jordy (THE CREEPS) Bell and 
Ian (SUPPOSITORIES) Showalter - two of the 
best punk rock producers in the city. Then, all 
15 of those tracks were cut to wax and became 
OTTAWA GAGA: VOLUME ONE, a compilation of 
some killer all-local punk, garage, and power- 
pop tracks that, because they were all recorded 
in one hellride of a recording session, all flow 
together seamlessly on one stacked deck of a 
mixed vinyl, giving this small snapshot of Ot- 
tawawesome more of an album feel than most 
comps have. 

There’s a couple of weak links on this LP, but 
I’m not gonna single them out cuz that goes 
against the nature of the whole thing. Overall 
though, there’s no shortage of hammers on this 
monster, and if anyone wants to see what Ot¬ 
tawa’s got going on without putting much effort 
into it, all they need to do is pick up a copy of 
this awesome comp. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: You don’t 
mess with success. Uhu a sheet of paper with 
the ol’ Gagaman graphic and the GOING GAGA 
font on it onto some blank white record jackets, 
and you’ve got a finished product ready to feed 
the hungry masses. Throw in a 16-page book¬ 
let with an intro and a page dedicated to each 
contributing band, and you’ve gone above and 
beyond. Can’t wait for Volumes Two through a 
million. NOT SHITTY (BJ) 

PISSED JEANS - KING OF JEANS LP/CD (Sub Pop 
Records, Seattle) 


I don’t even feel like I need to review this al¬ 
bum. This album is a punishing beast in the best 
way possible and if you don’t like it or aren’t 
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even bothering to seek it out and listen to it, 
you’re stupid. It’s like you’re Hitler and you’re 
trying to kill yourself; why should I help you? 
You’re obviously worthless and totally willing to 
do harm to yourself, so I’m not gonna stop you. 
In fact, if you don’t think this new PISSED JEANS 
album is the best thing of anything, I actually 
think less of you as a person and wouldn’t really 
feel all that bad if you got molested. 

It’s times like these I almost wish we had a re¬ 
view system that went higher than 'not shitty’. 

NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: Who cares?! 
Go listen to this album or get molested already. 
One or the other. Stop reading, idiot. NOT 

SHITTY (BJ) 



PSYCHED TO DIE - YEAR ONE CD (Dirtnap Re¬ 
cords, Portland) 

This CD’s a compilation of two 7”s (one’s not 
even out yet) and an eight track demo from a 
bunch of New Jersey guys from bands that don’t 
really sound like this one, so I won’t bother 
naming 'em (but you’re probably a fan of at 
least one of them). 

This is fast, catchy hardcore that sounds like 
ZERO BOYS and ANGRY SAMOANS and all their 
songs are about all the gnarly ways they wanna 
die (suicide, armageddon, rotting away in hospi¬ 
tal, etc...) cuz they’re, y’know, psyched to die. 

When I listen to this album, it makes me wanna 
go skateboarding, or have afternoon beers and/ 
or a barbecue in the sunshine. NOT SHITTY (BJ) 

SEDATIVES - S/T LP (Deranged Records, BC) 
LOST SOUNDS were an awesome punk band. 
They had a good mix of swelling epics that rode 
a moody organ line all the way up to a crashing fi¬ 


nale, and of fast, charging rockers. Unfortunately 
for you, you didn’t find out about 'em until after 
JAY REATARD (who was in THE LOST SOUNDS) blew 
up, and at that point they were broken up. 

Fortunately for you, Ottawa’s own SEDATIVES 
are taking up the reins on that organ punk sound 
and have released an LP with that same mix of 
epic slow-burners and vicious room-rippers. 
This debut LP is full of fist-pumping sing-alongs, 
pogo-inducing bass lines, bad-ass guitar riffs and 
fat, hard-hitting drums all clawing their way out 
of the muck of an all-consuming organ. 

The songs might be varied, but the common 
thread in all of them is that this is music that 
makes you party. It might be happy partying, 
it might be angry partying, it might even be 
gloomy partying... but it will be drink-every- 
thing-in-sight-and-wreck-the-place partying 
if you let it run its course. No matter what. 
Guaranteed. NOT SHITTY (BJ) 

SMITH WESTERNS - s/t LP (Hozac Records, Chi¬ 
cago) 

Part of me can’t believe that a bunch of 18 
year old kids really recorded this record. They 
must’ve had the spirits of BRIAN JONES, BRIAN 
WILSON, MARC BOLAN and PHILSPECTOR hanging 
out in the studio tweaking a knob here and and 
giving a suggestion there. The songs are pretty 
simple at their base but there’s a lot of layers 
and little things thrown in there that propel it 
above a lot of other records. Take your standard 
fuzzed-out garage pop and then sprinkle in some 
Satanic Majesty’s Request and some Electric War¬ 
rior, then add a dash of schizophrenic bedridden 
genius, then blend it all in with a little wall of 
sound and you’ve got this record that is full of 
hits that never get boring or too similar. Defi¬ 
nitely pick this record up. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: The artwork 
is amazing. I started laughing the second I got 
it in the mail because they just took the cover 
of Nevermind, flipped it upside down and then 
kind of cut it up diagonally with a painting from 
the Italian Renaissance or something. Genius. 
NOT SHITTY (ES) 

TY SEGALL/BLACK TIME split LP (Telephone Ex¬ 
plosion Records, Toronto) 

The TY SEGALL side is packed with exactly the 
kind of killer, one-man garage/surf rippers I 
come to expect from him. No surprises or dis¬ 
appointments there. 
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been a happy addition to my summer, which is 
a time I just want to hang out and get slammed 
and have fun. A lot of bands would be lucky to 
have even one song that makes people happy 
about having ears, let alone four solid ones. 

I think writing any band off just because of the 
genre they can be loosely roped into is a fucking 
mistake. I don’t know if I’d even describe THE 
VISITORS as pop punk. I’d prefer to leave them to 
their existence as a sublime entity, much like the 
hammerhead, and let them traverse the murky 
waters of rock and roll in the upstanding manner 
that they have been doing since their inception. 
Godspeed, fearsome beauties. NOT SHITTY 


I’d never heard of BLACK TIME before, but I re¬ 
ally like their side. A whole fuckin’ lot, actu¬ 
ally. It sounds like early BLACK LIPS only less 
polished (yeah, I’m serious) and with females 
mixed in there. This is some straight-up punk 
rock garage, all bangy and shouty and rhythm 
f n’ blues-y, with a thick layer of harsh distortion 
barfed all over it. It’s making me wanna see 
them live. NOW. I wanna drink beers and go 
apeshit while I’m listening to this. 


A review of the album’s artwork: One time I 
watched Erin from THE VISITORS draw a picture 
of a dinosaur and it was a masterpiece, so the art 
on this record must be her magnum opus. Car¬ 
toons of lighthouses and bugs shooting lasers and 
a handsome clip art marlin are simply stunning, 
plus the record comes with a postcard featur¬ 
ing the band members relaxing on the beach and 
they even "Wish you were” there with them. A 
real classy package. NOT SHITTY (SF) 


I’ve listened to this BLACK TIME side five times THE WORD "FAGGOT” 

straight now. I have a feeling people who know To whomever invented the use of the word "fag- 
more about music than I do might think this is 
shit, but fuck it, here comes number six. 


got” to describe people in a negative manner: I 
have mixed feelings about you. First, I think it’s 
rather fucked to look down upon someone be¬ 
cause of his or her sexual orientation, and while 
"faggot” seems to do this quite well, it and its 
variants also perfectly describe other people who 
are really deplorable and lame, and who don’t 
have any other words to perfectly describe them. 

Like this dude I met last week. He had a goa¬ 
tee, was wearing a baseball cap with hyphy pat¬ 
terns all over it, he was wearing a MY CHEMICAL 
ROMANCE t-shirt and he was in his late 20’s. It 
was clear that he was pretty much a dick from 
when he first said "hey,” but I decided that it 
really could’ve just been a bad day for him, and 
first impressions don’t always say much about a 
person. I found his blog, and golly gee, this guy 
sucked. He had all these musings, really shitty 
New Year’s resolutions, an introspective posting 
about his thought process, with the subsequent 
request for his blog readers to ask any more 
questions about his thought process if they had 
any (nobody did), and another posting talking 
about the book he and his friend were writing. 

So like, I asked someone else if they knew him, 
and they said they met him once, and they asked 
what I thought about him. I really just wanted to 

Curtis " Splatter ” Delaney 


So the TY SEGALL side is reliably awesome, and 
the BLACK TIME SIDE is new-favourite awesome. 
This one can go down in the books as a win/win. 

NOT SHITTY (BJ) 

THE VISITORS - TROPIC OF CANCER 7” (House 
Party Records, Halifax) 

So, I played the song 'Egypt’ from this record on 
the radio and almost immediately had a guy call 
in and go on about how pop punk is the worst 
genre ever and that it’s played out and base and 
not worth the air time it was taking me to play 
the track. I countered by describing pop punk as 
being like a shark, in that it’s misunderstood and 
feared for reasons that are blown out of propor¬ 
tion in relation to what the truth really is. 

The truth is that yes, pop punk bands can be 
super crappy. The truth about THE VISITORS, 
and in particular this record, is that they are 
super NOT crappy. They are catchy and fun and 
have well written songs and don’t sound like ev¬ 
ery other band making pop records. They have 
parts of songs you can sing along to and they 
have parts of songs you can pump your fist to 
and they have parts of songs that are just total 
rock and roll. The four songs on this 7 inch have 
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say "that dude’s a fag,” which would explain in 
complete detail everything I just noted about him 
in four compact words, but I know this particular 
friend would be offended if I said that, so I just 
went down the line with point after point after 
point that added up to this guy being a total fag. 

So yeah, I’m a total bitch-assed pussy for cen¬ 
soring myself in front of some people. I can’t 
help it. The word is totally offensive, bigoted, 
and full of hate of which I can’t vouch for. I’ve 
tried to stop using it altogether, but some peo¬ 
ple are just fags. If you still don’t get it, watch 
Fast Times at Ridgemont High and listen when 
Jeff Spicolli exclaims "Those guys are fags!”. 

You know who "those guys” he’s talking about 
are. Those guys include Mickey Criswell, the 
dude who sat next to you in Language Arts who 
always reminded the teacher she forgot to give 
everyone the assignment for the weekend and 
complained that everyone was passing notes 
around; they include your cousin’s friend, Lucas 


Boyles, the dumbass who drove away that group 
of girls at the mall because he thought his per¬ 
sistent imitation of Beavis was fucking hilarious; 
they include Tim Connelly, that dude at parties 
who always tries to get people to circle around 
the computer to show them Tay Zonday remix 
videos. Jeff Spiccoli is spot on: those guys 
aren’t homosexuals, those guys are fags 
Context #1: SHITTY 
Context #2: NOT SHITTY 
My willingness to compromise my opinions of 
the word and not use it in front of certain peo¬ 
ple: SHITTY (KP) 

THE WORD "PERISTALSIS” 

You know when you eat, and the new food pushes 
your old food (which is now poop) out and you 
suddenly gotta go to the toilet? Can you believe 
there’s a specific word for that? And it’s not a 
fake word, like "choda” or "shart” either; it’s 
real (it’s in the dictionary and everything). This 
is why, compared to english, every other lan¬ 
guage is a dead language. NOT SHITTY (BJ) JL 


IF YOU’VE GOT ANYTHING YOU WANT REVIEWED IN STANDARD iSSUE, SEND AN E-MAIL TO JENSEN_BEN@HOT- 
MAIL. COM TO FIND OUT HOW YOU CAN GET IT TO US!! 
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HERE’S SOME STUFF THAT CARRUTHERS IS LIKING THESE DAYS! 


Five musics that have been doing it for me 
lately: 

DJ KHALED FEATURING T-PAIN AND KANYE 
WEST - GO HARD (Koch) 

Maaaan I respect Jay Z and all but he’s way off 
with this whole DOA thing. This tune is pretty 
awesome. T-Pain and Kanye sound like robots 
that are ready to kill people for talking shit 
about them. There’s a line about being as dope 
as an acid trip and the music video is super dra¬ 
matic in all black and white. It was directed 
by Hype Williams and the use of like angled 
lighting reminds me of like Karsh portraits. This 
single is great fight music. 

MEMORY CASSETTE - CALL AND RESPONSE 


of amazing solos. Every song on this record has 
a guitar part that makes me go ’Oh hey. It’s 
my friends Dinosaur Jr.’ It’s a good thing cuz 
the last thing I need is Dinosaur sounding like 
anything else. That is some straight up hole-in- 
the-head-needing shit. Lou Barlow must have 
figured out that people don’t wanna hear the 
scraps that weren’t good enough to go on a Sen- 
tridoh tape, cuz even his songs are wicked on 
this. One song of his has really nice vocal har¬ 
monies. It might just be a kneejerk reaction but 
I think this might be my favourite Dino album so 
far. Even better than Green Mind. You gotta let 
me take this one back if I don’t feel this way by 
the end of the year. Yeah, I’m gonna make that 
my KNEEJERK REACTION OF THE MONTH. 


LEO ZERO - DUB PSYCHEDELIC VOLUME 2 (in¬ 
dependent) 

I don’t even know how I really feel about Da¬ 
vid Bowie. For every song I like, there’s like 
five embarrassing things that had to happen on 
the way to get there. Remember when he went 
’electronica’ in the mid nineties all hanging out 
with Trent Reznor for a week and wearing a 
leather Union Jack trench coat with a red flat- 
top and earrings? Did you even know that he’s 
put out three concept albums about dystopian 
futures run by totalitarian governments? That’s 
the kind of bullshit you have to accept in order 
to be a David Bowie fan. Also, anyone who says 
that Low is their favourite Bowie album prob¬ 
ably can’t name three songs from it THERE I 
SAID IT. 


(Acephale) 

This is a pretty good looking 7” and it’s got really 
dreamy synthesizer pop music with kinda wispy 
lady vocals etched into it. Normally I think this 
sort of thing is girl music but I really really like 
this. It’s kind of like Slowdive without all the 
things I think are cheesy about Slowdive (harsh 
bright digital reverb on everything, a British guy 
trying to sound sincere and comforting). There 
are some really nice swirly sounds and a couple 
of wobbly sounds that I really like too. 

DINOSAUR JR - FARM (Jagjaguwar) 

This record is super good. Mascis does all sorts 


TRIPLE 6 MAFIA - SMOKED OUT, LOCED OUT 

(independent) 

This is probably the most lo fi rap album I’ve 
ever heard. It says ’remastered’ but I don’t be¬ 
lieve that because this shit sounds super gutter. 
There’s one song that’s really evil. The beat is 
based on a sample from ’Hello’ by Lionel Richie. 

I wish that the weather so far this summer 
hadn’t been so shitty cuz it would have been 
nice to spend a few hot nights biking around 
with this in the tape player mounted to my han¬ 
dlebars. There’s also a really good skit about 
how there’s gonna be a beatdown tonight. 


Now that I am done bitching about a man who 
should be dead three times over by now, let 
me tell you about this single. It’s SERIOUS HOT 
FIRE. Guy sped up the song ’Moonage Day¬ 
dream’ a little bit and chopped it up so that the 
good parts of the song are way longer. There’s a 
bunch of echo on the vocals and it’s pretty awe¬ 
some. And then he does it again but it’s even 
spacier the second time! The b-side has cool 
edits/dub mixes of songs by John Lennon (hell 
yeah) and The Police (fuck the police). This guy 
knows what he’s doing. 


ft 
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LISTEN UP, MORONS! 

Centretown’s got a new cool kid. GEORGIA MAE JENSEN was born to Ben Jensen 
and Nina Catsiyannis on July 10th, 2009, clocking in at 5 mighty pounds and 13 
punishing ounces! 

Aside from being the BEST LOOKIN’ baby around, she listens to a lot of OTIS RED¬ 
DING and THE SONICS, and her favourite hobbies are kickin’ and screamin’! (So 
she’ll be skateboarding and fronting a band in no time...) 
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EVERYTHING YOU NEED TO KNOW TO NOT BE BORED 

Written by Ben Jensen, photos by Paul Galipeau and Cait Powers. 


That GAGA WEEKEND article was fuckin’ LONG, 
huh? And there were like a million reviews, 
right? All this reading’s not good for ya, so 
we’re gonna try to make this scene report as 
quick f n’ dirty as possible so you can put down 
the littercher and get back to rotting your brain 
as soon as possible. 

Since I want a break too, first thing I’m gonna 
do is hand the reins over to Ian "Gagaman” Man- 
hire to fill us in on what his WHITE WIRES (mys- 
poce.com/theewhitewires) have got going on: 

We’ve been busy in the studio, recording 
new songs!! First up is a 45 on Canadian su¬ 
per-label UGLY POP RECORDS outta Toron¬ 
to. It's the same label that did the TRAN- 
ZMITORS' first 45!!!! How insane is that??? 
We're really excited about it!!!! We did two 
songs for our very own first 45... should be 
out this fall. Next ups, we recorded an¬ 
other two songs for our next single which is 
coming out on the ROE’s TROUBLE IN MIND 
RECORDS!!! This is totally insane... it's Bill 
and Lisa from COCOCOMA's brand new la¬ 
bel... and guess who's gonna be the first 
release??? Yep, it's us... then they're doing 
45's for the HEX DISPENSERS, COCOCOMA, 
and the FRESH & ONLYS... so keep your 
finger on the beat cause you're not gonna 
wanna miss out! 

Since we didn't wanna just record four 
more songs and call it done, we recorded 
eight, and banked a few... (now read the 
next line like you're the announcer on the 
PRICE IS RIGHT..wait, you gotta go back 
now, and then read it like you're the an¬ 
nouncer on the PRICE IS RIGHT)...since we 
didn't wanna just record four more songs 
and call it a day, we recorded eight, and 
banked a few... FOR OUR 
BRAND NEW LPHH LP is gonna take a 
while, but hopefully before 2010 we'll 
have it smackered. 

So yeah, we've got records, and we've 
also got shows... wanna hear some¬ 
thing else insane???? We're doing a tour 


with NOBUNNY!!!!!!! Balang balang ba- 
boooooooooom!!!!!!!! Yep, Sudbury, To¬ 
ronto, Ottawa, and Montreal, first week¬ 
end in August. 

Oh yeah, and we're playing at FREAKING 
GONERFEST 6!!!!!!!! SO EXCITED!!!!!!!! 
And then we're opening up for the muther 
f'boom the ACTION!!!!!! That's at the 
DOM in October. 

Here’s some other news that happened AFTER 
Ian sent me that e-mail: DOUCHEMASTER RE¬ 
CORDS is gonna be re-releasing THE WHITE 
WIRES’ first LP... at the insistence of none other 
than GENTLEAAAN JESSE. Big time stuff. 

Shit, I STILL don’t feel up to writing this scene 
report. I’m gonna ease into it like a hot bath 
of acid by doing a short one next. Here’s THE 
HOLY COBRAS’ (myspace.com/holycobras) Dan¬ 
ny Druff, taking a Macho Man Randy Savage ap¬ 
proach to the scene report page: 

"Our new line up is the best, we are the best, 
now fuck off, leave us alone.” 

Harsh minimalist punks SUPPOSITORIES’ (mys- 
pace.com/suppositories) long-awaited 7” (the 
first SUPPOSITORIES recording besides the OTTA¬ 
WA GAGA compilation track since Ilona from THE 
FELINES joined the band) is finally really coming 
out. They’ve ordered it and Ken McLaurin is spray 
painting the covers. Should be getting them any 
day now. SUPPOSITORIES are even already think¬ 
ing about doing another 7” after that. 

When he’s not spraying liquid messes onto re¬ 
cord sleeves, Ken’s calling himself Kenny James 
and helping front MOTHER’S CHILDREN (mys- 
pace.com / mother sc hi Idren, mothersch i Id ren. 
blogspot.com). I’m gonna throw it over to him 
now to tell you what him and his band of r 7os 
style power-pop ruffians are up to: 

We finally saved up enough money, and 
came up with enough songs to record an 
album. It should sound like a mix between 
APRIL WINE and ELO. We just need Davey 


to stop joining bands if we're gonna find 
the time to record. 

We will be playing many shows over the 
summer, one of which will be on a boat. 

Mike will be also captaining the boat. 
We're doing an Ontario/Quebec tour with 
the CITY SWEETHEARTS in August as long as 
Tim can get out of school on those days. 

I need a job because my El is running out. I 
am now accepting offers from anyone that 
wants to hire me as a babysitter. 

Y’know what sucks about THE FUCKING MA¬ 
CHINES (myspace.com/thefuckingmachines, 
thefuckingmachines.net )? Guitarist Dave "The 
Professor” Jackson is always busy PHDing it up 
outside the city, so we don’t get nearly as many 
shows from these 80s-style hardcore wizards as 
we need to live comfortably. Well, good news: 
Frontman Scott Terry says "The Professor’s been 
"booted from his PHD program and is back per¬ 
manently (for the time being)”. This is already 
paying off cuz it looks like the FMs are gonna re¬ 
cord an eight song (!) 7”. Eight song 7”? That’s 
gonna be one busy piece of vinyl. 


White Wires - Galipeau 



Page Thirty Six | StandardiSsueMag.com 






TEEN ANGER (myspace.com/teenangerrr), re¬ 
porting from the midst of a garbage strike: 


Still pluggin’ away on our songwriting. 
Living in the midst of a fucking garbage 
strike in Toronto. 17 days deep, man! I bet 
the rest of the country is having a laugh 
at our expense. We're hitting the road 
in September to do U.S Dates in Detroit, 
Columbus, Baltimore, New York... some 
other places. 


Frontman Jo also wanted me to tell you about 
some shit some other cool local bands are up 
to. Here it is: 


Metal/punk hybrid heroes BASTARDATOR (mys- 
pace.com/bastaradator) just toured the East 
Coast on the back of their newest LP/CD/cas- 
sette Identify The Dead and have a new split 7” 
out with Italy’s CHILDREN OF TECHNOLOGY. 


SCHIZOPHASIA’S got a new tape out on veteran lo¬ 
cal punk/crust/grind label CAPITALICIDE called Sa¬ 
dists Of The Earth’s Inferno, which is actually their 
fourth and fifth demo thrown into one convenient 
package. Layered psyched-out noise punk. 
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Sedtives - Powers 

Once again, the mighty forces of punk rock win 
out over the epic bummer of school. 

And punk rock doesn’t get much purer than lo¬ 
cal UK82 champs GERM ATTAK (myspace.com/ 
germattak). Those guys have a killer new LP 
out called They Live, We Sleep, which is their 
first release with their new bass player, Simex, 
and they’ve also got a new 7” out with their old 
bass player on it called Molokai. They just got 
back from a Euro tour, they’re gonna be releas¬ 
ing a split cassette with SEDATIVES (myspace. 
com/sedativesedatives) (holy fuck awesome) 
AAAAANNND they’re already working on a new 
7” and a new LP! Are these guys robots?! 


CAPITALICIDE’s also releasing something that 
should be fucking awesome considering it’s made 
up of members of GERMATTAK and Montreal punk 
monsters INEPSY (AKA Canada’s answer to MOTO- 
RHEAD). They’re called MENTAL RESCUE and Jo 
says it’s "ultra-fast hardcore ala DRI, SIEGE, DES¬ 
ECRATION, PROTES BENGT”. Psyched. 

Thanks, Jo! 

Now here’s Chris Swimms, frontman to Ottawa 
garage transplants (they’re a Toronto band) 


We will be featured on a ROY ORBISON trib¬ 
ute compilation that TELEPHONE EXPLOSION 
is doing entitled Our Boy Roy along with 
the likes of HEATER SLICKS, MARK SULTAN, 

TY SEGALL, CHARLIE & THE MOONHEARTS, 
BLOODSHOT BILL, JACUZZI BOYS, and Otta¬ 
wa's very own HOLY COBRAS. There's some 
other notable acts on it. I can't remember 
at this time. Anyway, that's slated to come 
out in the fall I believe. 

TEEN ANGER also played a show at THE PHOENIX 
with such big-time acts as FUCKED UP, WOMEN 
and VIVIAN GIRLS where Chris said he would 
"proceed to urinate my pants violently due to 
the size of the stage”. No word on whether 
that happened or not, or how bad if it did. For 

Year Zero - Galipeau 



the sake of journalism, let’s just assume Chris 
pissed his pants so bad his SHIRT was flooded. 

Unless you’re hype-proof, you’ve probably been 
hearing all your shithead friends going on and 
on about YEAR ZERO (myspace.com/yearze- 
roottowa ) and their JAWBREAKER-ish brand of 
punk rock... hell, if you know what’s up, you 
probably heard some of that hype coming from 
your own mouth. They’ve played a few shows 
since they formed a few months ago and even 
added a member (Dave Williams from SEDATIVES 
and THE FUCKING AAACHINES, who’s doing lead 
vox on some tracks). 

They’re coming out with a limited edition cas¬ 
sette on BRUISED TONGUE, and they’re releas¬ 
ing it when they play with Sudbury’s STATUES 
at ROCK & ROLL PIZZA PARTY on August 13th, 
then they’re releasing an LP. It’s probably com¬ 
ing out on P.TRASH, which has been buying up 
all sorts of Canadian shit lately like Sudbury’s 
ULTRAVIOLENCE RAY and STATUES and Ottawa’s 
SEDATIVES and Steve Adamyk (from SEDATIVES)’s 
solo stuff. There’s even rumours of a Canadian 
P.TRASH imprint or even a P.TRASH CANADA. 
After a tense few weeks of speculation, it looks 
like the departure of drummer Matt Cosgrove 
isn’t gonna put SAVAGE CRIMES’ (myspoce. 
com / savagecrimes ) new-asshole-tearing ga¬ 

rage punk to bed. Says frontman Todd Fox: "No 
breakup. Don’t believe the hype. Shows com¬ 
ing. Moms coming”. 

Jungle-themed pop powerhouse ZEBRASSIERES 
( myspace.com/zebrassieres ) is down one organist 
cuz Sarah Ford moved back to Calgary. Fortunate¬ 
ly for anyone who likes going apeshit at shows, 
ZEBRASSIERES are gonna keep going. It might be 
a while before they play any more shows though, 


cuz guitarist/vocalist Andrew says they’ve "got 
back-up organ plans, but nothing official yet.” 
He also says that Jordy (ZEBRASSIERES’ and THE 
CREEPS’ drummer/producer) is gonna be record¬ 
ing them in August or September. No plans for 
who’s gonna be releasing that yet, but I’m sure 
they won’t have trouble finding someone. 

Alright. What would this scene report be with¬ 
out some shit-talking from a real smug asshole? 
Here’s your issue-ly Skottie Lobotomy fix to let 
you know what him and his CREEPS ( myspace. 
com/capitalcitycreeps) have got going on: 

You know, Ben, it's really something that 
you're putting off the myriad of respon¬ 
sibilities that would obviously accompany 
your impending fatherhood in order to pro¬ 
duce another issue of your shoddy ( zine. 
Just proving yourself the class act we all 


know you are, huh? Slow claps from me ... 

THE CREEPS are currently in the middle of a 
string of shows with our pals from Moncton, 
FEAR OF LIPSTICK. We're celebrating the 
release of a split 7" that we did together. 

In typical rr vinyl resurgence" fashion, the 
records haven't actually been at any of the 
" release" shows (they're currently held up 
at U.S. customs) but, you know, fuck it... 

I'm sure there's other news, but I'll save it 
for future STD scene reports. 

Later skater, 
skottie. 

Later skater, everyone! That’s it for this issue, 
kids. Now go set fires and break things. JL 


Zebrassieres - Powers 



FOR NEWS ON COOL SHIT GOING ON HERE IN OTTAWAWESOME THAT'S EVEN MORE UP-TO-THE-MINUTE THAN A QUARTERLY ZINE, LOG ON TO YOUR 
INTERNETS AND GO TO OTTAWAEXPLOSION.COM!! 
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